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Dc XXIV. 


o ay 2 —_ - 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


KING of France. 


Dude of Florence, 


Bertram, Count of Rouſillon. 
Lafeu, an old Lord. 


Parolles, à paraſitical follower of Bertram, a coward, 
but vain, and a great pretender to valoar, 


Several young French Lords, that ſerve with Bertram 
in the Florentine war 


Steward, : Serwants to the Counteſs of Rouſillon, 


Clown, 


Counteſi of Rouſillon, mother to Bertram. 


Helena, Daughter to Gerard de Narbon, @ famous phy- 
fician, ſome time ſince dead. 


An old widow of Florence. 


Diana, Daughter to the widow. 


7 | 
Manas, 8 Neighbours and friends to the Widow, 


Lords attending on the King, Officers, Soldiers, &c. 


SCENE, lies partly in France, and part- 
ly in Tuſcany. 


The plot taken from Boccace, Decam. 3. Nov. 9. 
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&CT-1 68 
Rouſillon i France. | 


Enter Bertram, the Counteſs of Roufillon, Helena, 
and Lafeu in mourning. 


CounTrss. 


N delivering my ſon from me, I bury 
la a ſecond Husband. 
Ber. And in going, madam, I wee 
"| o'er my father's death anew ; but 
Well muſt attend his Majeſty” s command, 
to whom I am now in ward, ever- 
more in ſubjeftion. 
Laf. You ſhall find of the King a 
husband, madam ; you, Sir, a father. He that ſo ge- 
nerally is at all times good, mult of neceſſity hold his 
virtue to you, Whoſe worthineſs would ſtir it up where 
4 wanted, rather than lack it where there is ſuch abun- 
ance. 

Count, What hope is there of his Majeſty's amend- 
ment? 

Laf. He hath abandon'd his phyſicians, madam, un- 
der whole practices he hath perſecuted time with hope, 
and finds no other advantage in the proceſs, but only the 
loſing of hope by time. 

Count. This young gentlewoman had a father, (O 
that had! how fad a paſſage tis) whoſe skill was al- 
molt as great as his honeſty : had it ſtretch d ſo far, it 
A 2 would 
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would have made nature immortal, and death ſhould . 
have play for Jack of work. Would, for the King's 
ſake, he were living, I think it would be the death of 
the King's diſeaſe. . 

Laf. How call'd you the man you ſpeak of, madam ? 

Count. He was famous, Sir, in his profeſſion, and it 
was his great right to be ſo: Gerrard de Narbon. 

Laf. He was excellent indeed, madam ; the King 
very lately ſpoke of him admiringly and mourningly : 
he was skilful enough to have liv'd ſtill, if knowledge 
could be {et up againſt mortality. .. | | 

3 What is it, my good lord, the King languiſhes 
of? | 

Laf. A fiſtula, my lord. 

Ber. I heard not of it before. 

Laf. I would it were not notorious. Was this gentle- | 
woman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? 
| Count. His ſole child, my lord, and bequeathed to 
my overlooking, I have thoſe hepes of her good, that 
j her education | ap: her; diſpoſition ſhe inherits, 

ir gifts fairer; for where an unclean 


which makes 
| mind carries virtuous qualities, there commendations go 
with pity, they are virtues and traitors too: in her they 
. are the better for their ſimpleneſs, ſhe derives her 
| honeſty, and atchieves her goodneſs. 


4 
| Lef. Your commendations, madam, get tears from a 
her. | 


Count. Tis the beft brine a maiden can ſeaſon her 
praiſe in. 'The remembrance of her father never ap- 
roaches her heart, but the tyranny of her ſorrows 
takes all livelihood from her cheek. No more of this, 
Helena, go to, no more, left it be rather thought yet 
affect a ſorrow, than to have——_—__ | 
Hel. I do affect a ſorrow indeed, but I have it 
too. 
La. Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead, 
exceſſive gricf the enemy to the living. 
Count. If the living be enemy to the grief, the exceſs 
makes it ſoon mortal. 
Ber. Madam, I deſire your holy wiſhes, 
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Laf. How underſtand we that? | 


f Count. Be thou bleſt, Bertram, and ſucceed thy father 
In manners as in ſhape: thy blood and virtue 
4 Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodneſs 


Share with thy birth-right. Love all, truſt a few, 

Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy 

5 Rather in power than uſe ; and keep thy friend 

Under thy own liſe's key: be check'd for ſilence, 

But never tax'd for ſpeech. What heav'n more will, 

; That thee may furniſh, and my prayers pluck down, 

hs Fall on thy head. Farewel, my lord, 

*Tis an unſeiſon'd courtier, good my lord, 

Adviſe him, 

| Laf. He cannot want the beſt 

cf That ſhall attend his love. 

Count. Heav'n bleſs him. Farewel, Bertram, 
[Exic Count. 

y Ber. [to Hel.] The beſt wiſhes that can be forg'd in 

your thoughts be ſervants to you : be comfortable to.my 

mother, your miſtreſs, and make much of her. | 

Laf. Farewel, pretty lady, you muſt hold the credit 

** of your father. [Exeunt Ber. and Lat, 

| Hel.. Ob, were that all think not on my father, 

And theſe great tears grace his remembrance more 

* Than thoſe I ſhed for him. What was he like ? 

J have forgot him. My imagination 


as Carries no favour in it, but my Bertram's. 
r 1 am undone, there is no living, none, 

by If Bertram be away. It were all one 

55 That I ſhould love a bright partic'lar ſtar. 
0 And think to wed it; he is fo above me : 


In his bright radiance and collateral light 
Muſt I be comforted, not in his ſphere. 
1 Th ambition in my love thus plagues it ſelf; 

, 'The hind that would be mated by the lion, 
Muſt die for love. Twas pretty, tho' a plague, 
To ſee him every hour, to ſit and draw 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curl 
In our heart's table : heart too capable f 
fe Of every line and trick of his ſweet favour, 


A 3 But 
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But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 

Muſt ſanctifie his relicks. Who comes here? 
Enter Parolles. 

One that goes with him: I love him for his ſake, 

And yet I know him a notorious liar ; 

Think him a great way fool, ſolely a coward ; 

Yet theſe fix'd evils fit fo fit in him, ; 

That they take place, when virtie's ſteely bones 

Look bleak in the cold wind; full oft we ſee 

Cold wiſdom waiting on ſuperfluous folly. 

Par. Save you, fair Queen. P 

Hel. And you, monarch. 

Par. No. 

Hel. And no. 

Par. Are you meditating on virginity ? 

Hel. Ay: you have ſome ſtain of ſoldier in you; 
let me ask you a queition, Man 1s enemy to virginity, 
how may we barricado it againſt him ? | 

Par. Keep him out. | 

Hel. But he aſſails; and our virginity, though va- 
liant, in the defence yet is weak: unfold to us ſome 


warlike reſiſtance. 4 


Par. There is none: man ſetting down before you, 
will undermine you and blow you up. 24 

Hel. Bleſs our poor virginity from underminers and 
blowers up. Is there no military policy how virgins 
might blow up men ? 

Par. Virginity, being blown down, man will quick- 
lier be blown up : marry, in blowing him down again, 
with the breath your ſelves made, you loſe your city. 
It is not politick in the commonwealth of nature 
to preſerve virginity. Loſs of virginity 1s rational en- 
creaſe, and there was never virgin got, 'till virginity 
was firſt loſt. That you were made of is metal to 
make virgins. Virginity, by being once loſt, may be 
ten times found; by being ever kept, it is ever loſt ; tis 
too cold a companion; away with't. + 

Hel. I will ſtand for't a little, though therefore I die 
a virgin. 

Par. There's little can be ſaid in't; tis againſt * 

rule 


liking? 


All's well that Ends well. * 
rule of nature, To ſpeak on the part of virginity, is 
to accuſe your mother; which is moſt infallible diſo- 
bedience. He that hangs himſelf is a virgin: Vir- 

« ginity murthers it ſelf, and ſhonld be buried in high- 
« ways out of all fanQified limit, as a deſperate of- 
« fendrefs againſt nature. Virginity breeds mites 3 much 
like a cheeſe, conſumes it felf to the very paring, and 
* ſo dies with feeding its own ſtomach. Beſides, vir. 
* ginity is peeviſh, proud, idle, made of ſelf-love, which 
is the moſt prohibited fin in the canon. Keep it not, 
you cannot chuſe but loſe by't. Out with't; within ten 
« years it will make it ſelf wo, which is a goodly in- 
* creaſe, and the principal it felf not much the worie. 
Away with't. 

Hel. How might one do, Sir, to loſe it to her own 


Par. Let me ſee. Marry ill, to like him that ne'er 
it likes. Tis a commodity will loſe the gloſs with ly- 
ing. The longer kept, the lefs' worth: Off with't 
while *tis vendible. Anſwer the time of requeſt, Vir- 
ginity, like an old courtier, wears her cap out of 
faſhion, richly ſuted, but unſutable, juſt like the brooch 
and the tooth-pick, which we wear not now : Your 
Cate is bettter in your pye and your porgidges-than.. an ... 
your cheek ; and your virginity, og 18 
like one of our French whither'd pes 
eats drily ; marry, *tis a wither'd pear : 
better, marry, yet 'tis a wither'd pear. 
thing with it? , | 

Hel Not my virginity yet. 

'Fhere ſhall your matter have a thouſand loves, 
A mother, and a miftreſs, and a friend, 

A phænix, captain, and an enemy, 

A guide, a goddeſs, and a ſoveraign. 

A counſellor, a traitoreſs, ard a dear; 

His humbleſt ambition, proud humility, 

His jarring concord; and his diſcord dulcet, 
His faith, his ſweet difaſter ; with a world 

Of pretty fond adoptious chriſtendoms 

That blinking Cupid goſſips. Now ſhall he 
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J know not what he ſhall—God ſend him well 
The court's a learning place——and he is one 
Par. What one, i'fath ? 
Hel. That I wiſh well —— tis pity 
Par. 'That wiſhing well had not a body in't, 
Which might be felt, that we the poorer born, 
Whoſe baſer ſtars do ſhut us up in wiſhes, 
Might with effects of them follow our friends, 
And ſhew what we alone muſt think, which never 
Returns us thanks. 


Enter Page. 


Page. Monſieur Parolles, 
My lord calls for you. | 

Par. Little Helen farewel, if I can remember thee, I 
will think of thee at court. | 

Hel. Monſieur Paro/les, you were born under a 
Charitable ſtar. 

Par. Under Mars, I. 

Hel. I eſpecially think, under Mars. 

Par. Why under Mars ? 

Hel. The wars have kept you ſo under, that you 
mult needs be born under Mars, | 

Par. When he was predominant. 

Hel. When he was retrograde, I think rather. 

Par. Why think you ſo ? 

Hel. You go ſo much backward when you fight. 

Par. That's for advantage. | 
Hel. So is running away, when fear propoſes ſafe- 
ty : But the compoſition that. your valour and fear makes 
in you, 1s a virtue of a good wing, and I like the wear 
well. 

Par. I am ſo full of buſineſs, I cannot anſwer thee 


acutely: I will return perfect courtier, in the which 


my inſtruction ſhall ſerve to naturalize thee, ſo thou 
wilt be capable of courtiers counſel, and underſtand what 
advice ſhall thruſt upon thee ; elſe thou dieſt in thine 
unthankfulneſs, and thine ignorance makes thee away; 
farewel. When thou halt leiſure, ſay thy_ prayers ; 
when thou haſt none, remember thy friends; get thee a 


good 
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good husband, and uſe him as he uſes thee : fo 11 
xit. 

Hel. Our remedies oft in our ſelves do lie, 

Which we aſcribe to heav'n. The fated ſky 

Gives us free ſcope, only doth backward pull 

Our ſlow deſigns, when. we our ſelves are dull. 

What power is it which mounts my love ſo high, 

That makes me ſee, and cannot feed mine eye? 

The mightieſt ſpace in fortune, nature brings 

To join like likes, and kiſs like native things. 

Impoſſible be ſtrange attempts to thoſe 

That weigh their pain in ſenſe, and do ſuppoſe 

What hath been, cannot be. Who ever ſtrove 

To ſhew her merit, that did miſs her love? 

The King's diſeaſe —— my project may deceive me, 

But my intents are fix'd, and will not leave me. [Ex, 


Flouriſh Cornets. Enter the King of France with letters, 
| and divers attendants. 


King. The Florentines and Sencys are by th' ears, 
Have fought with equal fortune, and continue 
A braving war, 

1 Lord. So 'tis reported, Sir, 

King. Nay, tis moſt credible ; we here receive it, 
A certainty vouch'd from our couſin Auſtria; 
With caution, that the Florentine will move us 
For ſpeedy aid ; wherein our deareſt friend 
Prejudicates the buſineſs, and would ſeem 
To have us make denial. 

1 Lord. His love and wiſdom, 

Approv'd ſo to your majelty, may plead 
For ample Credence. 

King. He hath arm'd our anſwer, 

And Florence is deny'd before he comes: 
Yet for our gentlemen that mean to ſee 
The Tuſcan ſervice, freely have they leave 
To ſtand ither part. 

2 Lord. It may well ſerve 
A nurſery to our gentry, who are ſick 


For breathing and exploit. 
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King. What's he comes here ? . 
Enter Bertram, Lafeu and Parolles. 


1 Lord. It is the Count Roufillon, my good lord, 
Young Bertram. | | 
King. Youth, thou bear'ſt thy father's face. 
Frank nature, rather curious than in haſte, 
Compos'd thee well. Thy father's moral parts 
May'ſt thou inherit too. Welcome to Paris. 
Bec. My thanks and duty are your majeſty 's. 
King. I would I had that corporal ſoundneſs now, 
As when thy father and my ſelf in friendſhip 
Firlt try'd our ſoldierſhip : he did look far } 
Into the ſervice of the time, and was Jer 
Diſcipled of the brav'ſt. He laſted long, F 
But on us both did haggiſh age ſteal on, 
And wore us out of act. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father: in his youth 
He had the wit, which I can well obſerve 
To- day in our young lords; but they may jeſt, 
Till their own ſcorn return to them unnoted, | 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour ; ? 
So like a courtier, no contempt or bitterneſs 
Were in his pride, or ſharpneſs ; if they were, 
His equal had awak'd them, and his honour 
Clock to itſelf, knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him ſpeak ; and at that time 
His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below him 
He us'd as creatures of another place, | 
And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks, 
Making them proud of his humility, 
In their poor praiſe he humbled : ſuch a man 
Might be a copy to theſe younger times; 
Which follow'd well, would now demonſtrate them 
Bat goers backward. 
Ber. His remembrance, Sir, 
Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his nb: 
So in approof lives not his epitaph, | 
As in your royal Speech. 


— 


LL. 4 


King? 


— t4 
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King. Would | were with him; he would always ſay, 
(Methinks I hear him now) his plauſive words 
He ſcatter'd not in ears, but grafted them 
To grow there and to bear ; let me not live, 
(Thus his good melancholy oft began 
On the cataſtrophe and heel of paſtime _ 
When it was out) let me not live, quoth he, 
After my flame lacks oil, to be the ſnuff 


Of younger ſpirits, whoſe apprehenſive ſenſes 


All but new things diſdain ; whoſe judgments are 
Mere fathers of their garments ; whoſe conftancies 
Expire before their faſhions ; this he wiſh'd. 
I after him, do after him wiſh too . 
(Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home,) 
IT quickly were diſſolved from my hive, 
To give ſome labourers room. 
2 Lord. You're loved, Sir; 
They that leaſt lend it you, ſhall lack you firſt, 
King. I fill a place, I know't. How long is't, Count, 
Since the phyſician at your father's died 
He was much fam'd. . 
Ber. Some ſix months ſince, my Lord. 
King. If he were living, I would try him yet; 
Lend me an arm; the reſt have worn me out 
With ſeveral applications ; nature and ſickneſs 
Debate it at their leiſure. Welcome, Count, 
My ſon's no dearer. | : 
Ber. Thanks to your majeſty, [Exeunt, 


Enter Counteſs, Stewerd and Clawn. 


Count. T will now hear, what ſay you of this gentle- 
woman ? | 

Stew. Madam, the care I have had to even your 
content, I wiſh might be found in the calender ot my 
paſt endeavours : for then we wound our modeſty, and 
make foul the clearneſs of our deſervings, when'of our 
ſelves we publiſh them. | | 

Count. What does this knave here ? get you gone, 
firrah : the complaints I have heard of you, I do not 
all believe: tis my {lowneſs that I do not, for I know 
you 
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you lack not folly to commit them, and have ability 
enough to make ſuch knaveries yours, 

Ch, Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am a 
poor fellow. 

Count. Well, Sir. | 

Cho. No, madam, 'tis not ſo well that I am poor, 
tho' many of the rich are damn'd; but if I have your 
lady ſhip's good will to go the world, Zbe/ the woman 
and I will do as we may. 

Count, Wilt thou needs be a beggar ? 

Ch. I do beg your good will in this caſe. 

Count. In what caſe ? 

Cho. In Ibel's cafe and mine own ; ſervice is no heri- 
tage, and I think I ſhall never have the bleſſing of 
God, 'till I have iſſue o' my body; for they ſay bearns 
are bleſſings. | 

Count. ell me the reaſon why thou wilt marry. 

Clo. My poor body, madam, requires it. I am 
driven on by the fleſh, and he muſt needs go that the 
devil drives. 

Count. Is this all your worſhip's reaſon ? 

Ch, Faith, madam, I have other holy reaſons, ſuch as 
they are. 

Count. May the world know them ? 

Cho. I have been, madam, a wicked creature, as you 
and all fleſh and blood are, and, indeed, I do marry that 
I may repent. ; 

Count. Thy marriage ſooner than thy wickedneſs. 

Cz. I am out of friends, madam, and I hope to have 
friends for my wife's ſake. 

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

Ch. Vare ſhallow, madam, in great friends? for the 
knaves come to do that for me which I am weary of; he 
that eres my land, ſpares my team, and gives me leave 
to inne the crop; if I be his cuckold, he's my drudge ; he 
that comforts my wife, is the cheriſher of my fleſh and 
blood; he that cheriſheth my fleſh and blood, loves myſfleſn 
and blood; he that loves my fleſh and blood, is my friend: 
Ergo, he that kiſſes my wife is my friend. If men could 
be contented to be what they are, there were no fear in 

| marriage; 
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marriage; for young Charbon the puritan, and old Poy/am 
the papiſt, howſoe er their hearts are ſever'd in religion, 
their heads are both one, they may joul horns together 
like any deer i'th* herd 

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouth'd and ca- 
lamnious knave ? 5 , 

Ch. A prophet I, madam, and I ſpeak the truth the 
next way, | | 
For I the ballad will repeat, which men full true ſhall 

nad... - - 
Your marriage -comes by deſtiny, your cuckow ſings by 
kind. 
Count. Get you gone, Sir, I'll talk with you more 
anon, | 

Stew. May it pleaſe you, madam, that he bid Helen 
come to you, of her I am to ſpeak. 

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would ſpeak 
with her, Helen, I mean. 

Ch. Was this fair face the cauſe, qouth ſhe, 

Why the Grecians ſacked Troy ? 
Was this King Priam's joy ? 
With that ſhe ſighed as ſhe ſtood, 

And gave this ſentence then ; 
Among nine bad if one be good, 

There's yet one good in ten. 

Count. What, one good in ten! You corrupt the ſong, 

ſirrah. . 
_ Ch. One good woman in ten, madam, which is a 
purifying o'th' ſong : Would God would ſerve the world 
ſo all the year, we'd find no fault with the tithe woman 
if I were the parſon; one in ten, qouth a'! an we might 
have a good woman born but every blazing ſtar, or at an 
earthquake, twould mend the lottery well; a man may 
draw his heart out, ere he pluck one. 

Count. You'll be gone, Sir knave, and do as I com- 
mand you. : 

Ch. That man that ſhould be at a woman's command, 
and yet no hurt done! tho' honeſty be no puritay, yet 
it will do no hurt; it will wear the ſurplis of humility 

over 
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over the black gown of a big heart: I am going, for- 
ſooth, the buſineſs is for! Helen to come hither, [ Exit. 
Count. Well now. CO | 
Stew. I know, madam, you love your gentlewoman 
intirely. a 430, 0399 4 | 59 
Count. Faith, I do; her father bequeath'd her to me; 
and ſhe herſelf, without other advantages, may lawfully 
make title to as much love as ſhe finds; there is more 
owing her than is paid, and more ſhall be paid her than 
ſhe'll demand. | | | 
Stew, Madam, I was very late more near her than 
I think ſhe wiſh'd me; alone ſhe was, and did com- 
municate to her ſelf, her own words to her own ears ; 
ſhe thought, I dare vow for her, they touch'd not any 
ſtranger ſenſe. Her matter was, ſhe lov'd your ſon ; 
Fortune, ſhe ſaid, was no Goddeſs, that had put ſuch 
difference betwixt their two eſtates ; Love, no God, that 
would not extend his might, only where qualities were 
level: Complain'd againft the queen of virgins, that 
would ſuffer her poor Knight to be ſurprizd without 
reſcue in the firſt aſſault, or ranſom afterward. This 
ſhe deliver'd in the moſt bitter touch of ſorrow that e'er 
J heard a virgin exclaim in, which I held it my duty 
ſpeedily to acquaint you witha] ; ſithence in the loſs that 
may happen, it concerns you ſomething to know it. 
Count. You have diſcharg'd this honeſtly, keep it to 
your ſelf ; many likelihoods inform'd me of this before, 
which hung ſo tottering in the balance, that I could 
neither believe nor miſdoubt : Pray you leave me, ſtall 
this in your boſom, and I thank you for your honeſt 
care; 1 will ſpeak with you further anon. 
| [Exit Steward. 


Enter Helena. 


Count. Ev'n ſo it was with me when I was young; 
If we are nature's, theſe are ours: This thorn 
Doth to our roſe of youth rightly belong, | 
Our blood to us, this to our blobd is born; 
It is the ſhow and ſeal of n:ture's : uch, 
Where love's ſtrong paſſion is impreit in youth 
By your remembrances of days foregone, Such 


* 
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My fear hath catch'd your fondneſs. Now I ſee 
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Such were our faults, or then we thought them none, 


Her eye is ſick on't, I obſerve her now. \ 


Hel. What is your pleaſure, madam? 

Count. Helen, you know, I am'a mother to you. 

Hel. Mine honourable miſtreſs. 

Count. Nay, a mother; 

Why not a mother? when T ſaid a mother, 
Methought you ſaw a ſerpent ; what's in mother, 
That you ſtart at it? I fay, I'm your mother, 
And put you in the catalogue. of thoſe. 

That were enwombed-mine ; tis often ſeen 
Adoption ſtrives with nature, and choice breeds 
A native ſlip to us from foreign ſeeds, 

You ne'er oppreſt me with a mother's groan, 
Yet I expreſs to you a mother's care : 

God's mercy, maiden, do's it curd thy blood, 
To fay I am thy mother? what's the matter, 
That this diſtemper'd meſſenger of wet, 

The many colour'd is rounds thine eyes? 
Why—that you are my daughter ? 

Hel. That I am not. 

Count. I ſay, I am your mather. 

Hel. Pardon, madam. . 

The Count Row/i/lon cannot be my brother: 

J am from humble, he from honour'd name; 
No note upon my parents, his all noble. 

My maſter, my dear lord he is, and 1 

His ſervant live, and will his vailal dic: 

He muſt not be my brother, 

Count. Nor I your mother? 

Hel. You are my mother, madam ; would you were 
(So that my lord your ſon were not my brother) 
Indeed my mother—or were you both our mothers 
F care no more for, than I do for heav'n, 

So I were not his fifter : Can't no other? 
But I your daughter, he mult be my brother. 

Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-in-law, 
God ſhield you mean it not, daughter and mother 
So ſtrive upon your pulſe ; what, pale again? 


The | 
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The myſt'ry of your loveneſs, and find 

Your ſalt tears head; now to all ſenſe tis groſs, 
You love my fon ; invention is aſham'd 8 
Againſt the proclamation of thy paſſion, 

To ſay thou doſt not; therefore tell me true, 
But tell me then 'tis ſo. For look, thy cheeks 
Confeſs it one to th' other, and thine eyes 

See it ſo groſly ſhown in thy behaviour, 

That in their kind they ſpeak it: only fin 

And helliſh obſtinacy tie thy tongue, 

That truth ſhould be ſuſpected; ſpeak, is't ſo ? 
If it be ſo, you've wound a yoodly clew : 

If it be not, forſwear't ; howe'er I charge thee, 
As heav'n ſhall work in me for thine avail, 

To tell me truly. 

Hel. Good madam, pardon me. 

Count. Do you love my ſon ? 

Hel. Your pardon, noble miſtreſs. 

Count. Love you my ſon ? 

Hel. Do not you love him, madam? - 

Count, Go not about ; my love hath in't a bond, 
Whereof the world takes note : Come, come, diſcloſe 
The ſtate of your affection, for your paſſions 
Have to the full appeach'd. 

Hel. Then I confeſs 
Here on my knee, before high heav'ns and you, 
That before you, and next unto high heav'n, 

J love your fon: 

My friends were poor, buthoneſt ; ſo's my love; 

Be not oftended, for it hurts not him 

That he is lov'd of me; I follow him not 

By any token of preſumptuous ſuit, 

Nor would I have him, *till I do deſerve him, 

Vet never know how that deſert ſhall be: 

I know I love in vain, ftrive againſt hope; 

Yet in this captious and intenible five, 

T ſtill pour in the water of my love, 

And lack not to loſe ſtill ; thes Indian like, 

Religious in mane error, 1 adore 

The {un that looks upon his worſhipper, . 
| ot 


Alls well that Ends Tell. 17 
But know of him on more. My deareſt madam, 


Let not your hate incounter with my love, 


For loving where you do; but if your ſelf, 
Whoſe aged honour cites a virtuous youth, 
Did ever in ſo true a flame of liking 
Wiſh chaſtly, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both her ſelf and love ; O then give pity 
To her whoſe ſtate is ſuch, that cannot chuſe 
But lend and give where ſhe is ſure to loſe ; 
That ſeeks not to find that which ſearch implies, 
But riddle-like, lives ſweetly where ſhe dies. 

Count. Had you not lately an intent, ſpeak truly, 
To go to Paris? 

Hel. Madam, I had. 

Count. Wherefore ? tell true. | 

Hel. I will tell truth, by grace it ſelf I ſwear ; 
You know my father left me ſome preſcriptions 
Of rare and prov'd effects, ſuch as his reading 
And manifeſt experience had collected 
For general ſov'reignty; and that he will'd me 
In heedfull'ſ reſervation to beſtow them, 
As notes, whoſe faculties inclufive were, 
More than they were in note: Amongſt the reſt, 


There is a remedy, approv'd ſet down, 


To cure the deſperate languiſhings, whereof 
The King is render'd loſt. 
Count. 'T his was your motive for Paris, was it, ſpeak ? 
Hel. My lord, your ſon made me to think of this; 
Elſe Paris, and the medicine, and the King, 
Had from the converſation of my thoughts 
Haply been abſent then. 
Count. But think you, Helen, 
If you ſhould tender your ſuppoſed aid, 
He would receive it ? he and his phyſicians 
Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him : 
They, that they cannot help. How ſhall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the ſchools, 
Embowell d of their doctrine, have left off 
The danger to it ſelf ? 


Hel. 
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Hel. There's ſomething int 
More than my father's skill, which was | the great 
Of his profeſſion, that his good receipt 
Shall for my legacy be fan&tified * | 
By th' luckieſt ſtars in heav'n; and would your honour 
But give me leave to try ſucceſs, I'd venture 
The well-loſt life of mine on his grace's cure, 
By ſuch a day and hour. 
Count. Do'ſt thou believe't ? 
Hel. Ay, madam; knowingly. 
Count. Why, Helen, thou ſhalt have my leave and 
love, 
Means and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To thoſe of mine in court. I'll ſtay at home, 
And pray God's blefling into thy attempt : 
Begone to-morrow, and be ſure of this, 


What I can help thee to thou ſhalt not miſs. Exe. 
Soo ooo Soc SAALEEEEEL 
ACT II. 


Enter the King, ith divers young Lords. taking leave for 
the Florentine War. Bertram and Parolles. Fleurs 


3 ornets. 


King. AR EWE L, young Lords : theſe warlike 
principles 
Do not throw from you : you, my lords, farewel ; 
Share the advice betwixt you. If both gain, 
The gitt doth ſtretch it ſelf as 'tis receiv d, 
And is enough for both. 
1 Lord. Tis our hope, Sir, 
After well-enter'd loldiers, to return 
And find your Grace in health. 
King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart 
Will r not confeſs it owns the malady 
1 hat doth my life beſege; farewel, young lords, 
"Whether live or die, be you the ſons * 


nd 


re. 


KI 


de 
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Of worthy French men; let higher tay, 

(Thoſe bated that inherit but the fall 

Of the laſt monarchy) ſee that you come 


Not to woo honour, but to wed it ; when 
The braveſt queſtant ſhrinks, find what you ſeek, 


That fame may cry you loud: I ſay, farewel. 


2 Lord. Health at your bidding ſerve your majeſty. 
King. Thoſe girls of Italy, take heed of them; 
They ſay our French lack language to deny 
If they demand: bewareof being Captives 
Before you ſerve. 
Both. Our hearts receive your warnings. 
King. Farewel. Come hither to me. Ir Bert, 
Exit. 
1 Lord. Oh, my ſweet lord, that you will ſtay behind 


| us. 

Par. *Tis not his fault, the ſpark 

1 Lord. Oh,'tis brave wars. 

Par. Moſt admirable ; I have ſeen thoſe wars. 

Ber. 1am commanded here, and kept a coil ,with Tos 

and the next year, and 'tis too early. 

Par. And thy mind | ſand too it, boy ; ſteal 
away bravely. 0 

Ber. Shall I ſtay here the ſorehorſe to a ſmock, 
Creeking my ſhoes on the plain maſonry, | 
»Till honour be brought ap, and no ſword worn 
But one to dance with? by heav*n I'll teal away. 

1 Lord. There's honour in the theft. 

Par. Commit it, Count. 

2 Lord. I am your acceſſary, and fo, farewel. 
* I grow to you, and our parting is a. tortur'd 

y. 

1 Lord. Farewel, captain. 

2 Lord. Sweet Monſieur Paroles. 

Par. Noble heroes, my fword and yours are kin; 
good ſparks and luſtrous. A ſword, good metals. 


| You ſhall find in the regiment of the Spinii, one cap- 


tain Spurio his cicatrice, with an Emblem of war here 
on his ſiniſter cheek ; it was this very (word entrench'd 


it ; fay to him, I live, and, obſerve his Reports of me. 


1 Lord. We ſhall, noble captain. Par. 
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x Par. Mars doat on you for his novices ? what will ye 
0? 

Ber. Stay; the King ——— [Ex. Lord}. 

Par. Uſe a more ſpacious ceremony to the noble 
lords, you have reſtrain'd your felf within the liſt of 
too cold an adieu ; be more expreſſive to them, for 
they wear themſelves in the cap of the time, there do 
muſter true gate, eat, ſpeak, and move under the in- 
Auence of the moſt receiv'd ſtar; and tho' the devil 
lead the meaſure, ſuch are to be follow'd : after them, 
and take a more dilated farewel. 

Ber. And 1 will do fo. 

Par, Worthy fellows, and like to prove moſt ſinewy 
ſword men. [Exeunt. 

Enter the King and Lafeu. | 

Laf. Pardon, my lord, for meand for my tidings. 

King. I'll ſee thee to ſtand up. 

Laf. Then here's a man ſtands that hath- brought 

his pardon. 

T would you had kneel'd, my lord, to ask me mercy, 
And that at my bidding you could ſo ſtand up. 

King. I would I had, fo I had broke thy pate, 
And ask'd thee mercy ſor't. 
La,. Good faith acroſs ; but, my good lord, tis thus; 
Will you be cur'd of your Infirmity ? 

King. No. 

Laf. O will you eat no grapes, my royal fox ; 
Yes, but you will, my noble grapes, and if . 
My royal fox could reach them ; I have ſeen a Med'cine 
That's able to breath life into a ſtone, 
Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary - 
With ſprightly fire and motion, whoſe ſimple touch 
Is powerful to raiſe King Pippen, nay, 
To give great Charlemain a pen in's hand 
And write to her a love-line. 

King. What her is this? | 

Laf. Why doctor ſhe : my lord, there's one arriv'd, 

If you will ſee her : now, by my faith and honour, 
If ſeriouſly I may convey my thoughts | 
In this my light deliverance, I have ſpoke 3 

| | 1 
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With one, that in her ſex, her years, profeſſion, 
Wiſdom and conſtancy, hath amaz'd me more 
Than I dare blame my weakneſs : will you ſee her, 
For that is her demand, and know her buſineſs ? 
That done, laugh well at me. | 

King. Now, good Lafeu, 
Bring in the admiration, that we with thee 
May ſpend our wonder too, or take off thine, 
By wond'ring how thou took'ſtit. 

Laf. Nay, I'll fit you, 
And not be all day neither. 

King. Thus he his ſpecial nothing ever prologues. 

Laf. Nay, come your ways. (Bringing in Helena. 
King. This haſt hath wings indeed. 

Laf. Nay, come your ways, 

This is his majeſty, ſay your mind to him; 

A Traitor you do look like, but ſuch traitors 

His majeſty ſeldom fears; I'm Crefid's uncle 

'That dare leaye two together ; fare you well. [Extt. 

King. Now, fair one, do's your buſineſs follow us ? 

Hel. Ay, my good lord. | 
Gerard de Narbon was my father, 

In what he did profeſs, well found. 

King. I knew him. 

Hel. The rather will I ſpare my praiſe tow'rds him 
Knowing him is enough : on's bed of death 
Many Receipts he gave me, chiefly one, 

Which as the deareſt iſſue of his practice, 
And of his old experience, th'only darling 
He bade me ſtore up, as a triple eye, 
Safer than mine own two : more dear I have ſo; 
And hearing your high majelty is touch'd 
With that malignant cauſe, wherein the honour 
Of my dear fither's gift ſtands chief in power, 
come to tender it, and my appliance, 
With all bound humbleneſs. | 
King. We thank you, maiden ; 
But may not be ſo credulous of cure, 
When our moſt learned doctors leave us, and 


The congregated college have concluded, 
I That 
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That labouring art can never ranſome nature 
From her unaidable eſtate: we muſt not 
So ſtain our judgment, or corrupt our hope, 
To proſtitute our pait-cure malady | 

To empericks, or to diſſever ſo 

Our great ſelf and our credit, to eſteem 

A ſenſeleſs help, when help paſt ſenſe we deem. 

Hel. My duty then ſhall pay me for my pains : 
I will no more enforce my office on you, 
Humbly intreating from your royal thoughts 
A modeſt one to bear me back again. . 

King. I cannot give thee leſs, to be call'd grateful ; 
Thou thought'ſt'to help me, and ſuch thanks I give, 
As one near death to thoſe that wiſh him live ; 

But what at full I know, thou knowꝰſt no part, 
I knowing all my peril, thou no art. 
Hel. What I can do, can do no hurt to try, 
Since you ſet up your reſt gainſt remedy : 
He that of greateſt works is finiſher, 
Oft does them by the weakeſt miniſter : 
So holy writ, in babes hath judgment ſhown, 
When judges have been babes; great floods have flown 
From ſimple ſources; and great feas have dry'd, 
When miracles have by th' greateſt been deny'd. 
Oft expectation fails, and moſt oft there 
Where moſt it promiſes : And oft it hits 
Where hope is coldeſt, and deſpair moſt ſits. N 
King. g muſt not hear thee ; fare thee well, kind 
maid, . 
Thy pains not us'd, muſt by thy ſelf be paid. 
Proffers not took, reap thanks for their reward. 
Hel. Inſpir'd merit fo by breath is bar'd : 
Tt is not ſo with him that all things knows 
As *tis with us that ſquare our gueſs by ſhows : 
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But moſt it 1s preſumption in us, when | ( 
The help of heav'n we count the act of men. 
Dear. Sir, to my endeayours give conſent, 1 


Of heav'n, not me, make an experiment. 
I am not an impoſtor that proclaim 
Aly ſelf againſt the level of mine aim, 


But 


ut 
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But know think, and think I know moſt ſure, 
My art is nat paſt power, . nor you paſt care. 
King. Art thou ſo confident ? within what ſpace 
Hop'ſt thou my cure? 
Hel. The greateſt lending grace, 
Ere twice the horſes. of the ſun ſhall bring. 
Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring. 
Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moiſt He/perus hath quench'd his ſleepy lamp; 
Or four and twenty times the pilot's glaſs 
Hath told the thieviſh minutes how they paſs, 
What is infirm from your ſound parts ſhall fly, 
Health ſhall live free, and ſickneſs freely die. 
King. Upon thy certainty and confidence, 
What dar it thou venture? 
Hel. Tax of Impudence ? 
A ſtrumpet's boldneſs, a divulged ſhame 
Traduc'd by odious ballads ; my maiden's name 
Sear'd otherwiſe, no worſe of worſt extended, 
With vileſt torture let my life be ended. 
King. Methinks in thee ſome bleſſed ſpirit doth 
ſpeak 
His . found, within an organ weak; 
And what impoſſibility would ſlay 
In common ſenſe, ſenſe faves another way. 
Thy life is dear, for all that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath eftimate : 
Youth, beauty, wiſdom, courage all 
That happineſs and prime can happy call ; 
Then this to hazard, needs muſt intimate 
Skill infinite, or monſtrous deſperate. 
Sweet practiſer, thy phyſick I will try, 
That miniſters thine own death if I die. 
Hel. If I break time, or flinch in property 
Of what I ſpoke, unpitied let me die, 
And well deſerv'd; not helping, death's my fee; 
But if I help, what do you promiſe me ? 
King. Make thy demand. | 
Hel. But will you make it even ? 
King. Ay, by my ſcepter, and my hopes of h-ly. 
1 
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Hel. Then ſnalt thou give me, with thy kingly hand, 
What husband in thy power I will command. 
Exempted be from me the arrogance | 
To chuſe from forth the royal blood of France, 

My low and humble name to propagate 

With any branch or image of thy ſtate: 

But ſuch a one thy vaſſal, whom I know 

Is free for me to ask, thee to beſtow. 

King. Here is my hand, the premiſes obſerv'd, 

Thy will by my performance ſhall be ſerv'd: 

To make the choice of thine own time, for I, 
Thy reſolv'd patient, on thee ſtill rely. 

More ſhould I queſtion thee, and more I muſt, 

Tho' more to know could not be more to truſt : 

From whence thou cam'ſt, how tended on, but reſt 
Unqueſtzon'd welcome, and undoubted bleſt. 

Give me ſome help here, hoa ! if thou proceed 

As high as word, my deed ſhall match thy deed. [ Eex. 


Enter Counteſs and Clown, 


Count. Come on, Sir, I ſhall now put you to the 
eight of your breeding. 

Clæun. I will ſhew my ſelf highly fed, and lowly 
taught; I know my buſineſs is but to the court. 

Count. To the court! why what place make you 
ſpecial, when you put off that with ſuch contempt ? 
but to the court 

Cle. Truly, madam, if God have lent a man any 
manners he may eaſily put it off at court: he that 
cannot make a leg, put off's cap, Kiſs his hand, and 
ſay nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor caps; and 
indeed ſuch a fellow, to ſay preciſely, were not for 
the court : but for me, [ have an anſwer will ſerve all 
men. 


Count. Marry, that's a bountiful anſwer that fits all 
queſtions. _ 

Cho. It is like a barber's chair, that fits all buttocks ; 
the pin buttock, the quatch buttock, the brawn but- 
tock, or any buttock. | 


Count. Will your anſwer ſerve fit to all queſtions ? 
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Ch. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an at- 
torney, as your French crown for your taffaty punk, as 
Tib's raſh for Tom's fore-finger, as a pancake for Shrowe- 
Tueſday, a morris for May-day, as the nail to his hole, 
the cuckold to his horn, as a ſcolding quean to a wrang- 
ling knave, as the nun's lip to the friar's mouth, nay, 
as the pudding to his skin. 

Count: Have you, I fay, an anſwer of ſuch fitneſs for 
all queſtions ? 

Cho. From below your Duke, to beneath your conſta- 
ble, it will fit any queſtion. | 

Count. It muſt be an anſwer of moſt monſtrous ſize 
that muſt fit all demands. 

Ch. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the learned 
ſhould ſpeak truth of it: here it is, -and all that be- 
longs to't. Ask me if I am a courier, it ſhall do you 
no harm to learn. | 

Count. To be young again, if we could: I will be a 
fool in a-queſtion, hoping to be the wiſer by your an- 
iwer. I pray you, Sir, are you a courtier ? 

Ch. O lord, Sir — there's a ſimple putting off; 
more, more, a hundred of them. 

Count. Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that loves 
you. 

Ch. O lord, Sir thick, thick, ſpare not me. 

Count. I think, Sir, you can eat none of this home- 
ly meat. | £ 
Ch. O lord, Sir — nay, put me to't, I warrant 
you. 

Count. You were lately whipp'd, Sir, as I think, 

Cle. O lord, Sir ſpare not me, 

Count. Do you cry, O lord, Sir, at your whipping, 
and ſpare not me? indeed, your O lord, Sir, is very 
ſequent to your whipping : you would anſwer very well 
to a whipping if you were but bound to't. 

Cie. I nev'r had worſe luck in my life, in my O 
lord, Sir; I ſee things may ſerve long, and not ſerve 
ever, 

Count. I play the noble huſwife with the time, to en 
tertain it ſo merrily with a fool. 
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Ch. O lord, Sir hy there't ſerves well again. 
* end, Sir; to your buſineſs; give Helen 
this, . 
And urge her to a preſent anſwer back. %. 
Commend me to my kinſmen, and my ſon: 
'This is not much. +. 
Ch. Not much commendation, to them. 
Count, Not much imployment for you, you under- 
fand me. | | 
Ch. Moſt fruitfully, I am there before my legs. 
Count. Haſte you again, [Exeunt. 


Enter Bertram, Lafen, and Parolles. 


Laf. They fay miracles are paſt, and we have our 
philoſophical perſons to make modern and familiar 
things ſupernatural. and cauſeleſs. Hence is it, that 
we make trifles of terrors, enſconſing our ſelves in- 


to ſeeming knowledge, when we ſhould ſubmit our 


ſelves to an unknown fear. 

Par. Why 'tis the rareſt argument of wonder that 
hath ſhot out in our latter times. 

Ber. And ſo tis. 

Laf. To be relinquiſh'd of the artiſts. 

Par. So] ſay, both of Galen and Paracel/as. 

Laf. Ot all the learned and authentick fellows. 

Par. Right, ſo I ſay. | 

Laf. That gave him out incurable. 

Par. Why there 'tis, ſo ſay I too. 

Laf. Not to be help'd. 

Par. Right, as 'twere a man aſſur'd of an— 

Laf. Uncertain life ; and ſure death. | 

Par. Juſt, you ſay well: ſo would I have ſaid. 

Laf. 1 may truly ſay, it is a novelty to the world, 

Par. It is, indeed, if you will have it in ſhewing, 
you ſhall read it in what do you call there 

Laf. A ſhewing of a heav'nly effect in an earthly 
actor. | 

Par. That's it, I would have ſaid the very ſame. 

Lef. Why your dolphin is not luſtier: for me, I 
peak in reſpeci 


Par, 
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Par. Nay, 'tis ſtrange, tis very ſtrange, that is the 
elen brief and the tedious of it, and he's of a moſt facine- 
rious ſpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the 
\ Laf. Very hand of heav'n. 
Par. Ay, ſo I ay. * 
Laf. In a moſt K — | 
Par. And debile miniſter, great power, great tran- 


ler- ſcendence, which ſhould, indeed, give us a er uſe 

to be made than only the recov'ry of the King, as to 

—— | P 
int. Laf. Generally thankful. | 

Enter King, Helena, and attendants. 
our Par. I would have ſaid it, you faid well: here comes 
ar the King, | 
hat Laf. Luſtick, as the Datchman fays : I'll like a maid 
in; the better while I have a tooth in my head: why he's 
dur able to lead her a corranto. 
Par. Mort du Vinagre, is not this Helen? 

at Laf. Fore God, I think ſo, 


King. Go call before me all the lords in court. 
Sit, my preſerver, by thy patient's ſide, 
And with this healthful hand, whoſe baniſh'd ſenſe 
Thou haſt repeal'd, a ſecond time receive 
The confirmation of my promis'd gift, 
Which but attends thy naming. , 


Enter three or four Lordi. 


Fair maid, ſend forth thine eye; this youthful parcel 
Of noble batchelors ſtand at my beſtowing, 

O'er whom both» ſov'reign power and father's voice 
I have to uſe ; thy frank election make, 


d. Thou haſt pow'r to chuſe, and they none to forſake. 
g. Hel. To each of you, one fair and virtuous miſtreſs 
Fall, when love pleaſe: marry, to each but one. 
L Laf. I'd give bay curtal and his furniture, 
| My mouth no more were broken than theſe boys, 
And writ as little beard. 1 W's. 
I King. Peruſe them well : 
Not one of thoſe, but had a noble father. 7 
3 B 2 (Se 
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[She addrefſes her ſelf to a Lord. 
Hel. Gentlemen, heav'n hath, through me, reſtor'd 
the King to health, 
All. We underſtand it, and thank heav'n for you, 
Hel. I am a ſimple maid, and therein wealthieſt, 
That I proteſt I ſimply am a maid 
Pleaſe it your majeſty, I have done already : 
The bluſhes in my cheeks thus whiſper me, 
We bluſh that thou ſhould*ſ chuſe; but be refus'd ; 
Let the white death ſit on thy cheek for ever, 
We'll ne'er come there again. 

King. Make choice and ſee 
Who thuns thy love, ſhuns all his love in me. 

Hel. Now Dian from thy altar do I fly, 

And to imperial Love, that God moſt high, 
Do my ſighs ſtream : Sir, will you hear my ſuit ? 
1 Lord. And grant it. 

Hel. Thanks, Sir; all the reſt are mute. 

Laf. T had rather be in this choice, than throw 
Ames-ace fer my Life. | 

Hel. 'The honour, Sir, that flames in your fair eyes, 
Before I ſpeak, too'threatningly replies: | 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that ſo wiſhes, and her humble love. 

2 Lerd. No better, if you pleaſe. 

Hel. My wiſh receive, 
Which great Love grant, and fo I take my leave. 

Laf. Do all they deny her? if they were ſons of 
mine, I'd have them whipp'd, or I would ſend them 
30 the Turk to make eunuchs of. 

Hel. Ee not afraid that I your hand ſhould take, 

I'll never do you wrong for your own fake : 
Bleſſing upon your vows, and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed, 

Laf. Theſe boys are boys of ice, they'll none of 
her: fure they are baſtards to the agli, the French 
ne er got em. | | 

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good 
To make your ſelf a ſon out of my blood, | 

4 (ord. Fair one, I think not fo, 
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Laf. There's one grape yet, I am ſure my father 
drunk wine; but if thou be'ſt not an aſs, I am a 
youth of fourteen : I have known thee already. 

Hel. I dare not ſay I take you, but I give 
Me and my ſervice, ever whilſt I live, 

Into your guiding power: this is the man. [ Je Bertram. 

King. Why then young Bertram take her, ſhe's thy 

wife. x 
Ber. My wife, my liege! I ſhall beſecch your high- 
neſs | 
In ſuch a buſineſs give me leave to uſe 
The help of mine own eyes. 

King.” Know'ſt thou not, Bertram, 

What ſhe hath done for me ? f 

Ber. Ves, my good lord, 

But never hope to know why I ſnhould marry her. 

King. Thou know'ſt ſhe rais'd me from my ſickly 

bed. | 

Ber. But follows it, my Jord, to bring me down 
Muſt anſwer for your raiſing ? I know her well!: 

She had her breeding at my father's charge : 
A poor phyſician's daughter, my wife ! diſdain 
Rather corrupt me ever. 
King. Tis only title thou diſdain't in her, the 
Which 
I can build up: ſtrange is it that our bloods 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together, 
Would quite confound diſtinction; yet ſtand off 
In differences ſo mighty. If ſhe be 
All that is virtuous, (fave what theu diſlik'ſt,) 
A poor phyſician's daughter, thou diſlik'ſt, 
Of virtue for the name: but do not fo. 
From loweſt place, whence virtuous things proceed, 
The place is dignify'd by th' doer's deed. 
W here great addition {wells, and virtue none, 
It is a dropſied honour ; good alone, 
Is good without a name. Vileneſs is ſo : 1 
The property by what it is ſhould go, 
Not by the title. She is young, wiſe, fair: 
In theſe, to nature ſhe's * heir; 
3 
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And theſe breed honour : That is honour's ſcorn, 
Which challenges it ſelf as honour's born, 

| And is not like the fire. Honours beſt thrive, 

| When rather from our acts we them derive 

[| Than our for-goers : The meer Word's a ſlave 

| Debaucht on every tomb, on every grave; 

A lying trophy, and as oft is dumb, 

1 Where duſt and damn'd oblivion is the tomb, 
Of honour'd bones indeed, what ſhould be ſaid ? 


If thou canſt like this creature as a maid, 
I can create the reſt: Virtue and ſhe, | 
Is her own dow'r ; honour and wealth from me. 

Ber, I cannot love her, nor will ſtrive to do't. 

King. Thou wrong'ſt thy ſelf, if thou ſhould'ſt ſtrivs 

to chuſe. 

Hel. That you are well reſtor'd, my Lord, I'm glad : - 
Let the reſt go. 

King. My honour's at the flake, which to defeat 
I muft produce my power. Here, -take her hand, 
Proud, ſcornful boy, unworthy this good gift, 
That doſt in vile miſpriſion ſhackle up 
My love, and her deſert ; that canſt not dream, 
We poizing us in her defective ſcale, 
Shall weigh thee to the beam; that wilt not know, 
[ Jt is in us to plant thine honour where 
[ We pleaſe to have it grow. Check thy contempt : 
| Obey var will, which travels in thy good, 
5 Believe not thy diſdain, but preſently 
| Do thine own fortunes that obedient right 
| Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims : 
| Or I will throw thee from my care for ever 
Into the ſtaggers, and the careleſs lapſe 
Of youth and ignorance ; my revenge and hate 
Let looſe upon thee in the name of juſtice, 
Without all.terms of pity. Speak thine anſwer. 
Ber. Pardon, my gracious. lord; for I ſubmit 
My fancy to your eyes. When I conſider 
What great creation, and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid: I find that ſhe, which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts moſt baſe, is now 
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The praiſed of the King; who ſo ennobled, 
Is as 'twere born ſo, 
King. Take her by the hand, | 
And tell her ſhe is thine: To whom I promiſe 
A counterpoize ; if not in thy eſtate, 
A balance more repleat. 
Ber. I take her hand, 
King. Goud fortune, and the "FS of the King 
Smile upon the contract; whoſe ceremony 
Shall ſeem expedient on the now-born brief, 
And be perſorm'd to-night ; the ſolemn feaſt 
Shall more attend upon the coming ſpace, 
Expecting abſent friends. As thou lov'ſt her, 
Thy love's to me religious; elſe does err. [Exennt, 


Manext Parolles and Lafeu. 


Laf. Do you hear, Monſieur ? a word with you. 

Par, Your pleaſure, Sir. 

Laf. Your lord and maſter did well to make his rer 
cantation. 

Par. Recantation] my lord! my maſter ! 

- Laf. Ay, is it not a language I f 

F. 1 moſt harſh a. 4 2 3 be underſtood 
without bloody ſucceeding. My maſter ! 

Laf. Are you companion to the count Roufillon ? 

Par. To any count ; to all counts; to what 1s man. 

Laf. To what is count's man; count's maſter is of a- 
nother ſtile. 

Par. You are too old, Sir; let it fatisfie you, you are 
too old. 

Laf. I muſt tell thee, firrah, I write man; to which 

title, age cannot bring thee. 

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 

Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to be a pretty 
wiſe fellow; thou didit make tolerable vent of thy tra- 
vel, it might paſs; yet the ſcarfs and the bannerets a- 
bout thee did manifoldly diſſuade me from believing 
thee a veſſel of too great a burthen. I have now found 
thee ; when I loſe thee again, I care not: Yet art thou 

B 4 | ' . good 
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gy nothing but taking up, and that thou'rt ſcarce 
worth. 

Par. Hadſt thou ngt the privilege of antiquity upon 
thee 

Laf. Do not plunge thy ſelf too far in anger, leſt 
thou haſten thy tryal ; which is, Lord have mercy on 
thee for a hen; ſo, my good window of lattice, fare 
thee well, thy caſement I need not open, I look through 
thee. Give me thy hand. 

Par. My lord, you give me moſt egregious indignity. 

Laf. Ay, with all my heart, and thou art worthy of 


It 


| Par. I have not, my lord, deſerv'd it. 


Laf. Yes, good faith, ev'ry dram of it; and I will 
not bate thee a ſcruple. 

Par. Well, I ſhall be wiſer w y 

Laf. Ev'n as ſoon as thou can'it, for thou haſt to 
pull at a ſmack o'th* contrary. If ever thou beeſt bound 
in thy ſcarf and beaten, thou ſhalt find what it is to be 
proud of thy bondage. I have a defire to hold my ac- 
quaintance with thee, or rather my knowledge, that I 
may ſay in the default, he is a man I know. 

Par. My lord, you do me moſt inſupportable vexa- 
tion, = 
Laf. I would it were hell pains for thy fake, and my 
poer doing eternal : For doing I am paſt, as I will by 


thee, in what motion age will give me leave. [Exit. 


Par. Well, thou haſt a fon ſhall take this diſgrace off 
me; ſcurvy, old, filthy, ſcurvy lord: Well, I muſt be 
patient, there is no fettering of authority, I'Il beat him, 
by my life, if I can meet him with any convenience, an 
he were double and double a lord. I'Il have no more 
pity of his age than I would have of I'll beat 
kim; an if 1 could but meet him again. 


Enter Lafeu. 


Laf. Sirrah, your lord and maſter's married, there's 
news for you: You have a new miſtreſs. 

Par. I moſt unfeignedly beſeech your lordſhip to make 
ſome reſervation of your wrongs. He, my good lord, 
whom I ſerve above, is my maſter, Laf. 
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Laf. Who? God? | 

Par. Ay, Sir. £47), | 

Laf. The devil it is, that's thy maſter. Why doſt 
thou garter up thy arms o' this faſhion? doſt make hoſe 
of thy ſleeves ? do other ſervants ſo ? thou wert beſt ſet 
thy lower part where thy noſe ſtands. By mine honour, 
if I were but two hours younger, I'd beat thee : Me- 
thinks thou art a general offence, and every man ſhould 
beat thee. I think thou waſt created for men to breathe 
themſelves upon thee. 

Par. This is hard and undeſerved meaſure, my lord. 
La, Go to, Sir; you were beaten in 7aly for pick- 
ing a kernel out of a pomegranate ; you are a vagabond, 
and no true traveller: You are more ſawey with lords 


and honourable perſonages, than the commiſſion of your 


birth and virtue gives you heraldry. You are not worth 


another word, elſe I'd call you knave. I leave you. 
| [Exit, 


Enter Bertram. 


Par. Good, very good, it is ſo then. Godd, very 
good, let it be conceal'd a while, 

Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever ! 

Par. What - is the matter, {ſweet heart? 

Ber, Although before the ſolemn Prieſt I've ſworn; 
J will not bed her. 

Par. What ? what, ſweet heart ? 

Ber. O my Parolles, they have married me: 
F'l to the Tu/ean wars, and never bed her. 

Par. France is a dog hole, and it no more merits the 

tread of a man's foot: To th' wars. | | 

Ber. 'There's Letters from my mother ; what the im- 
port is, I know not yet. 

Par. Ay, that would be known: To th” wars my 
bey, to th' wars. 
He wears his honour in a box unſeen, 
That hugs his kickſy wickſy here at home, 


| Spending his manly marrow in her arms, | 


Which ſhould ſuſtain the bound and high curvet 
Qf Mars's fiery ſteed: To other regions | 
Bs Hana 
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France is a ſtable, we that dwell in't jades, 
Therefore to th' war. 
Ber. It ſhall be fo, I'll ſend her to my houſe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fled ; write tothe King | 
That which I durſt not ſpeak. His preſent gift 
Shall furniſh me to thoſe takarn fields 
Where noble fellows ſtrike, War is no ſtrife 
To the dark houſe, and the deteſted wife. 
Par. Will this capricio hold in thee, art ſure ? 
Ber. Go with me to my chamber, and adviſe me. 
I' fend her ſtraight away: To-morrow 
Fil to the wars, ſhe to her ſingle ſorrow. 
Par, Why theſe balls bound, there's noiſe in it. 
Tis hard b 
A young man married, is a man that's marr'd: 
T berefore away, and leave her bravely ; go, 
The King has done you wrong: But huſh, tis fo, 


[Excunt 
Enter Helena and Clown. 


.. Hel. My mother greets me kindly, is ſhe well ? 

Cle. She is not well, but yet ſhe has her health; ſhe's 
very merry, but yet the is not well: But thanks be 
given ſhe's very well, and wants nothing i'th' world; 
but yet ſhe is not well. | 

Hel. If ſhe be very well, wat does ſhe ail, that ſhe's 
not very well? | 

Ch. Truly ſhe's very well, indeed, but for two things. 

Hel. What two things ? 

Clo. One, that ſhe's not in heav'n, whither God ſend 
her quickly ; the other, that ſhe's in carth, whence God 
{end her quickly. bl 


Enter Parolles. 


Par. Bleſs you, my fortunate lady. 


Hel. J hope, Sir, I have your good will to have mine 
own good fortune. 


Par. You had my prayers to lead them on; and te 
keep them on, have them ſtill. O my Knave, how does 


my 


1 
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my old lady? 
Ch. So that you had her wrinkles and I her mony, 
F would ſhe did as you ſay. 
_ Why I fay you nothin | 
lo. Marry, you are the — man; for many a man's 
e ſhakes out his maſter's undoing : To ſay nothing, 
o nothing, to know nothing, to have nothing, is to 
be a great part of your title, which is within a very little 
of nothing. 
Par. Away, thou'rt a knave. 
C/o. You ſhould have ſaid, Sir, before a knave, th'art 
a knave; that's before me th'art a knave; This had 


been truth, Sir. 


Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found thee. 

Cho. Did you find me in your ſelf, Sir? or were you 
taught to find me? the ſearch, Sir, was profitable, and 
much fool may you find in you, even to the world's plea» 
ſure, and the encreaſe of laughter. 

Par. A good knave 1i'faith, and well fed. 

Madam, my lord will go away to-night, 

A very ſerious buſineſs call on him. 

The great prerogative and rite of love, | 
Which, as your due time claims, he does acknowledge; 
But puts it off by a compell'd reſtraint : 

Whoſe want, and whoſe delay, is ſtrew'd with ſweets 
Which they diſtil now in the curbed time, 

To make the coming hour o'erflow with joy, 

And pleaſure drown the brim. 

Hel. What's his will elle ? 

Por. That you will take your inſtant leave o'th' King, 
And make this haſte as your own good proceeding, 
Strengthen'd with what apology you think 
May make it probable need. 

Hel. What more commands he ? 

Par. That having this obtain'd, you preſently 
Attend his further pleaſure. | 

Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will, | 

Par. I ſhall report it ſo. [Exit Far. 

Hel. I pray you come, Sirrah, Exe. 


Enter 


* 
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Enter Lafeu and Bertram, 
8 Laf. But I hope your lordſhip think not him a ſol- 
er. 1 * 
Bar. Ves, my lord, and of very valiant approof. 
Laf. Vou have it from his own deliverance. 
Ber. And by other warranted teſtimony, 
Laf. Then my dial goes not true, I took this lark 
for a bunting. 
Ber. I do aſſure you, my lord, he is very great in 
LY | 


knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 
La. I have then ſinned againſt bis experience, and 


tranſgreſs'd againſt his valours, and my ſtate that way 
is dangerous, fince I cannot yet find in, my heart to 
repent : Here he comes, I pray you make us friends, 


Iwill purſue the amity. 


Enter Parolles 


Par. Theſe things ſhall be done, Sir. 

Lof. I pray you, Sir, who's his taylor? 

Par. Sir? | | 

"Laf. O, I know him well, I, Sir, he fits a good work- 
man, a very good taylor, 

Ber. Is ſhe gone to the King ? [4/ide to Parolles, 

Par. She is. 

Ber. Will ſhe away to-night ? 

Par. As you'll have her. 

Ber. I have writ my letters, casketed my treaſure, 
given order for our horſes ; and to-night, when I ſhould 
take poſſeſſion of the bride and ere I de be- 

in \ 
4 Laf. A good traveller is ſomething at the latter end 
of a dinner ; but one that lyes three thirds, and uſes 
a known truth to paſs a thouſand nothings with, ſhould 
be once heard and thrice beaten God ſave you, 
captain. | : 

Ber. Is there any unkindneſs between my lord and 


you, Monſieur ? 


Par. I know not how I have deſerved to run into 
| Laf. 


— 
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Laf. You have made ſhift to run into't, boots and 
ſpurs, and all, like him that leapt into the cuſtard ; and 
out of it you'll run again, rather than ſuffer queſtion far 
your reſidence, * | 4 

Ber. Tt may be you have miſtaken him, my lord. 

Laf. And ſhall do ſo ever, tho' I took him, at's pray- 
ers. Fare you well, my lord, and believe this of me, 
there can be no kernel in this light nut: The ſoul of 
this man is his clothes. Truſt him not in matter of 
heavy conſequence : I have kept of them tame, and 
know their natures. Farewel, Monſieur, I have ſpoken 
better of you, than you have or will deſerve at my 
hand, but we muſt do good againſt evil, [Extt. 

Par. An idle lord, I ſwear. | 

Ber, I think ſo. | 

Par. Why, do you not know him ? 

Ber. Yes, I do know him well, and common ſpeech 
gives him a worthy paſs. Here comes my clog: 


Enter Helena. 


Hel. T have, Sir, as I was commanded from you, 

Spoke with the King, and have procur'd his leave 

For preſent parting ; only he deſires 

Some private ſpeech with you. 

Ber. I ſhall obey his will. 

You mult not marvel, Helen, at my courſe, 

Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 

The miniftration and required office _ 0 

On my particular. Prepar'd I was not he 

For ſuch a buſineſs ; and am therefore found 

So much unſettled : This drives me to intreat ycu, 

That preſently you take your way for home, 

And rather muſe than ask why I intreat you ; 

For my reſpeQs are better than they ſeem, 

And my appointments have in them a need 

Greater than ſhews it ſelf at the firſt view, 

To you that know them not. This to my mother. 

[Giving a letter, 

*T will be two days ere I ſhall fee you, ſo 
1 
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I leave you to your wiſdom. 
Hel. Sir, I can nothing ſay, 
But that I your moft obedient ſervant. 
Ber. Come, come, no more- of that. 
Hel. And ever ſhall 
With true obſervance ſeek to eke out that 
Wherein tow'rd me my homely ſtars have fd 
To equal my great fortune, 
Ber. Let that go: 
My haſte is very great. Farewel ; hie home 
Hel. Pray, Sir, your pardon. 
Ber. Well, what would you ſay? 
Hel. Jam not worthy of the wealth I owe, 
Nor dare I ſay tis mine, and yet it is ? 
But, like a tim'rous thief, molt fain would ſteal 
What law does vouch mine own. 
Ber. What would you have? 
Hel. Lene and ſcarce ſo much nothing in- 
deed ———— 
I would not tell you what I would, my lord faith 
es 
Strangers and foes do ſunder, and not kiſs. 
Ber. I pray you ſtay not, but in haſte to horſe. 

Hel. I ſhall not break your bidding, good my lord: 
Where are my other men? Monſieur, farewel. [ Exit, 
Ber. Go thou tow'rd home, where I will never come, 
Whilſt I can ſhake my ſword, or hear the drum: 

Away, and for our flight. 


Par. Bravely, Couragiol [Excunt, 
CIS e TOTES EST SOLES e 
Ae . 


Fhuriſh. Enter the Duke of Florence, tas French Lords, 
with Soldiers. 


D«ke.C1O that from point to point now have you heard 
The fundamental reaſons of this war, 
Whole 
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Whoſe great deciſion hath much blood let forth, 
And more thirſts after. | 
1 Lord. Holy ſeems the quarrel 
Upon your grace's part ; but black and fearful 
On the oppoſer. 
Duke. Therefore we marvel much, our couſin France 
Would, in ſo juſt a buſineſs, ſhut his boſom 
Againſt our borrowing prayers. 
2 Lord. Good, my Lord, 
The reaſons of our ſtate I cannot yield, 
But like a common and an outward man, 
"That the great figure of a council frames 
By ſelf-unable motion, therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it, fince I have found 
My ſelf in my incertain grounds to fail 
As often as I gueſt. -- bh” 
Duke. Be it his pleaſure. 
2 Lord. But I am ſure the younger of our nation, 
That ſurfeit on their eaſe, will day by day 
Come here for phyſick. 
Duke. Welcome ſhall they be: 
And all the honours that can fly from us, | 
Shall on them ſettle. You know your places well. 
When better fall, for your avails they fell. 
To morrow to the field. [Exeunt, 


Enter Counteſs and Clown.. 


Count. It has happen'd all as I would have had it, 
fave that he comes not along with her, 


Ch. By my troth, I take my young lord to be a very 
melancholy man. | 


Count. By what obſervance, I pray you ? 


Ch. Why he will look upon his boot, and ſing; 


mend his ruff, and ſing; ask queſtions, and ſing ; pick 
his teeth, and ſing. I knew a man, that had this trick 
of melancholy, ſold a goodly manor for a ſong. | 
Count. Let me ſee what he writes, and when the means 
to come. | 
Ch. I have no mind to Belt ſince IT 'was at court. 
Our old ling, and our el o'th' country, are * 
8 
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thing like your old ling, and your Iseli o't h court: 

the brain of my Capid's knock'd out, and I begin to 

love, as an old man loves money, with no Romach. 
Count, What have we here ? | 
Clo. t you have there. | [Exit. 


Counteſs reads a letter. 
J have ſent „ * daughter-in-law : fhe hath reco- 


vered the King, ana undone me. I have wedded her, 
not bedded her; and fevorn to make the not eternal. 
You ſhall hear I am run away; know it before the re- 
fort come. If there be breadth enough in the world, 1 
ewill hold a long diſtance, My duty to pon. 


Your unfortunate fon, 


| Bertram. 
This is not well, raſh and unbridled boy, 
To fly the favours of ſo good a King, 
To pluck his indignation on thy head, 
By the miſpriſing of a maid, too virtuous 
For the contempt of empire. | 


Enter Clan. 


Ch. O madam, yonder is heavy news within be- 
tween two ſoldiers and my young lady. 

Count. What 1s the matter? | 

Cho. Nay, there is fome comfort in the news, ſome 
comfort, your ſon will not be kill'd ſo ſoon as I thought 
he would. 

Count. Why ſhould he be kill'd ? 

C/o. So ſay I, madam, if he run away, as I hear 
he does; the danger is in ſtanding to't ; that's the loſs 
of men, though it be the getting of children, Flere 
they come will tell you more. For my part, I only 
hear your ſon was run away. 


Enter Helena and two Gentlemen. 


1 Gen. Save you, good madam. 
Pel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone 
2 Gen. Do not lay fo. 


Cinunk, 


—— — — 
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Count . Think upon patience : pray you, gentiemen, 
I've felt ſo many quirks of joy and grief, 
That the firſt face of neither on the ſtart 
Can woman me unto't.. Where is my ſon? . © 
2 Gen. Madam, he's gone to ſerve «ther1duke of 
Florence, 
We met him thither ward, from thencs we came; 
And after ſome diſpatch in hand at o , 


T hither we bend again. 
Hel. Look on this letter, madam, here's my paſs- 
port. 


When thou canft get the ring upon my finger, wwhich 
newer ſhall come off, and ſhew me a child begotten 
of thy body that I am father to, then call me huf- 
band: But in ſuch a Then I write a Never. 
'This 1s a dreadful ſentence. 
Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen ? | 
1 Gen. Ay, madam, and, for the contents fake, 
are ſorry for our pains. 
Count. I pr'y thee, lady, have a better cheer. 
If thou engroſſeſt all the griefs as thine, 
Thou robb'ſt me of a moiety : he was my ſon, 
But I do waſh his name out of my blood, 
And thou art all my child. Towards Florence is he ? 
2 Gen, Ay, madam. 
Count. And to be a ſoldier? , 
2 Gen. Such is his noble purpoſe ; and believe't 
The duke will Iay upon him all the honour 
That good convenience claims. 
Count. Return you thither ? 
1 Gen. Ay, madam, with the ſwifteſt wing of ſpeed. 
Hel. *7i// I have no wiſe, I have nothing in France: 
Tis bitter. [ Reading. 
Count. Find you that there ? ; 
Hel. Yes, madam. 
1 Gen. Tis but the boldneſs of his hand happily 
which his heart was not conſenting to. 
Count. Nothing in France until we have no wile? 
There's nothing here that is too good for him 
But only ſhe, and ſhe deſerves a lord, 


That 
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That twenty ſuch rude boys might tend upon, 
And call her hourly miſtreſs. Who was with him ? 
1 Gen, A ſervant only, and a gentleman 
Which I have ſome time known. 
Count. Parolles, was't not ? 
1 G*n. Ay, my good lady, he. 
Count. A very tainted fellow, full of wickedneſs: 
My ſon corrupts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement. 
1 Gen. Indeed, good lady, the fellow has a deal of 
that too much, which holds him much to have. | 
Count. Vare welcome, gentlemen; I will intreat 
you, when you ſee my ſon, to tell him that his ſword 
can never win the honour that he loſes: more I'll in- 
treat you written to bear along, | 
2 Gen. We ſerve you, madam, in that and all your 
worthieſt affairs. 
Count. Not ſo, but as we change our courteſies. 
Will you draw near ? [Ex. Count. and Gentlemen, 
Hel. "Ti 1 have no wife, I have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France until he has no wife! 
Thou ſhalt have none, Row/illon, none in France, 
Then haſt thou all again. Poor lord! is't I 
That chaſe thee from thy country, and expoſe 
Thoſe tender limbs of thine to the event 
Of the none-ſparing war? and is it I, 
That drive thee from the ſportive court, where thou 
Waſt ſhot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 
Of ſmoaky muskets ? O you leaden meſſengers, 
That ride upon the violent {peed of fire, . 
Fly with falſe aim, move the ſtill- piercing air 
That ſings with piercing, do not touch my lord: 
Whoever ſhoots at him, I ſet him there. 
Whoever charges on his forward breaſt, 
I am the caitiff that do hold him to it; 
| And tho' I kill him not, I am the cauſe 
[ His death was ſo effected. Better *twere 
| J met the rav'ning lion when he rbar'd 
With ſharp conſtraint of hunger: better *twere 
That all the miſeries which nature owes 


Were 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Were mine at once. No, come thou home, Rou/illon, 
Whence honour but of danger wins a ſcar, 

As oft it loſes all. I will be gone: 

My being here it is that holds thee hence. | 
Shall I ſtay here to do't? no, no, although 

The air of paradiſe did fan the houſe, 

And angels offic'd all ; I will be gone, 

That pitiful rumour may report my flight 

To conſolate thine ear. Come night and day, 


For with the dark, poor thief, Pl ſteal away. ¶ Exit. 


Flouriſh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Bertram, drum 
and trumpets, ſoldiers, Parolles. 


Duke. The general of our horſe thou art, and we 
Great in our hope, lay our beſt love and credence 
Upon thy promiſing fortune. ® 

Ber. Sir, it is | 
A charge too heavy for my ſtrength ; but yet 
We'll ſtrive to bear it for your worthy ſake, 

To th' extream edge of hazard. 

Duke. Then go forth, 

And fortune play upon thy proſp'rous helm, 
As thy auſpicious miſtreſs, 

Ber. This very day, | 

Great Mars, I put my ſelf into thy file; 
Make be but like my thoughts, and I ſhall prove 
A lover of thy drum; hater of love. [Exeunt, 


Enter Counteſs and Steward. 


Count. Alas ! and would you take the letter of her ? 
Might you not know ſhe would do, as ſhe has done 
By ſending me a letter? Read it again. | 


LETTER. 


Jam St. Jaques” pilgrim, thither gone; 
Ambitious love hath fo in me offended, 
That bare. foot plod I the cold ground upon, 
With fainted vow my faults to have amended. 
Write, write, that from the bloody courſe of war, 
My deareft maſter, your dear lon, may bie; 
Blejs 


mmm. | 
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Bleſs him at home in peace, whilft I from far 
His name with zealous fervour ſanctifße. 

His taken labours bid him me forgive ;- 
I his deſpightful Juno ſent him forth 

From courtly friends, with camping foes to live, 
Where death and danger dog the heels of worth, 

He is too good and fair for death and me, 

Whom I my jelf embrace, to ſet him free. 


Ah, what ſharp ſtings are in her mildeſt words? 
Rynalds, you did never lack advice ſo much, 
As letting her paſs ſo; had I ſpoke with her, 
J could have well diverted her mtents, 
Which thus ſhe hath prevented. 
Stew. Pardon, madam, 
If I had given you this at over-night | 
She might have been o'er-ta'en; and yet fhe writes 
Purſuit would be but vain. 1 
Count. What angel ſhall 
Bleſs this unworthy husband ? he cannot thrive, 
Unleſs her prayers, whom heav*n delights to hear, 
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greateſt juitice. Write, write, Rynaldo, 
Jo this unworthy husband of his wife; 


Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 


That he does weigh too light: my greateſt grief, 
Tho' little do he feel it, ſet down ſharply. 
Diſpatch the moſt convenient meſſenger; 

When haply he ſhall hear that ſhe is gone, 

He wall return, and hope I may. that ſhe, 
Hearing ſo much, will ſpeed her foot again, 

Led hither by pure love. Which of them both, 


ls deareſt to me, I've no skill in ſenſe 


To make diſtinction; provide this meſſenger ; 
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak, | 
Grief would have tears, and ſorrow bids me ſpeak. 


Enter an «ld widew of Florence, Diana, Violenta, ard, 
Mariana with other Citizens. - 


Wid. Nay, come. For if they do approach the 43. 
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we ſhall loſe all the fight. . | 

Dia. They ſay the French Count has done moſt” ho- 
nourable ſervice. BY 

Mid. It is reported that he has ta'en their greateſt 
commander, and that with his own hand he flew the 
Duke's brother. We have loſt our labour, they are 
gone a contrary way: hark, you may know by their 
trumpets. . 

Mar. Come, let's return again, and ſuffice- our ſelves 
with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed of this 
French Earl; the honour of a maid is her name, and no 
legacy is ſo rich as honeſty, 

IV id. I have told my neighbour how you have been 
ſollicited by a gentleman his companion. | 

Mar. I know that knave, hang him, one Parolles, 
a filthy officer, he is in thoſe ſuggeſtions for the young, 
Earl; beware of them, Diana; their promiſes, en- 
ticements, oaths, tokens, . and all theſe engines of luſt 
are not the things they go under; many a maid hath 
been ſeduced by them, and- the miſery is, example, 
that ſo terrible ſhews in the wreck of maiden-hood,. can- 
not for all that diſſuade ſueceſſion, but that they are 
limed with the twigs that threaten them, I hope I 
need not to adviſe you further, but I hope your own 
grace will keep you where you are, tho* there were 
no further danger known, but the modeſty which is ſo 
loſt. | | 

Dia. You ſhall not need to fear me. 


Enter Helena diſguiſed like a Pilgrim. - 


Vid. IJ hope ſo. Look here comes a pilgrim ; I 
know ſhe will lye at my houſe ; thither they ſend one 
another; I'll queſtion her: God fave you pilgrim, 
Whither are you bound? 

Hel. To S. Faques le grand. Where do the palmers 
lodge, I do beſeech you ? | 

Vid. At the St Francis here beſide the port. 

Hel. Is this the way ? [4 march afar off. 
Vid. Ay, marry is't. Hark you, they come this * 


bl 
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If you will tarry, holy pilgrim, but *till the troops 


come by, 
I will conduct you where you ſhall be lodg'd ; 
The rather, for I think I know your hoſteſs 
As ample as my ſelf. 
Hel. Is it your ſelf? 
id. If you ſhall pleaſe fo, pilgrim. 
Hel. I thank you, and will ſtay upon your leiſure. 
Vid. You came, I think, from France? 
Hel. I did fo. \ | 
Vid. Here you ſhall ſee a country-man of yours, 
That has done worthy ſervice. 
Hel. His name, I pray you ? 
Dia. The Count Riufi/hn: know you ſuch a one? 
Hel. But by the ear that hears moſt nobly of bim; 
His face I know not, 7 
Dia. Whatſoe'er he is, 
He's bravely taken here. He ſtole from Fance, 
As 'tis reported; for the King had married him 
Againſt his liking. Think you it is ſo? 
Hel. Ay ſurely, meer the truth, I know his lady. 
Dia. There is a gentleman that ſerves the Count 
Reports but courſely of her. 
Hel. What's his name ? 
Dia. Monſieur Parolles. | 
Hel. Oh I believe with him, 
In argument of praiſe, or to the worth 
Of the great Count himſelf, ſhe is too mean 
To have her name repeated; all her deſerving 
Is a reſerved honeſty, and that 
I have not heard examin'd. 
Dia. Ah, poor lady =. 
"Tis a hard bondage to become the wife 
Of a deteſting lord. | | | E 
Wid. Ah right good creature! whereſoe'er ſhe is, 


Her heart weighs ſadly; this young maid might do her 


A ſhrewd turn, if ſhe pleag'd. 
Hel. How do you mean ? 
May be, the am'rous Count ſollicites 

In the unlawful purpoſe, 


- 
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Vi. He does indeed, 
And brokes with all than can in ſuch a ſuit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maad : 


But ſhe is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard 
In honeſteſt defence. 


Enter Bertram, Parolles, Officers and Soldiers attending. 


Mar. The Gods forbid elſe. 
Wid. So now they come: 
That is Antonio, the Duke's eldeſt ſon ; 
That Eſcalus. 
Hel. Which is the Frenchman? © 
Dia. He; , 
That with the plume ; 'tis a moſt gallant fellow, 
I would he lov'd his wife: if he were honeſter 
He were much goodlier. Is't not a handſome gentle 
man ? | 
Hel. I like him well. 
Dia. Tis pity he is not honeſt ; yond's that ſame. 
ve 
That leads him to theſe places; were I his lady, 
I'd poiſon that vile raſcal. 
Hel. Which is he? | 
Dia. That jack-an-apes with ſcarfs. Why is he me- 
lancholy ? 2 
Hel. Perchance he's hurt i'th battel. 
Par. Loſe our drum ! well. 


Mar. He's ſhrewdly * at fomerhing, "Laidk he 
kas ſpied us. 


Wid. Marry, hang you. [Exeunt Ber. Par. &c. 
Mar. And your curteſie, for a ring-carrier. 


Wid. The troop is paſt: come pilgrim ; I will bring 


ou 

Where you ſhall hoſt : of injoyn'd penitents 

There's four or five, to great St. Faques bound, 

Already at my houſe. | 
Hel. I humbly thank you: \ 

Pleaſe it this matron, and this gentle maid 

To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanking 

Shall be for me: and to requite you further, 


3 I will 
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I will beſtow ſome precepts on this virgin 
Worthy the note. 
Both. We'll take your offer kindly. [Exeunt, 


Enter Bertram and the two French Lords. 


1 Lord. Nay, good my lord, put to him to't : let him 


have his way. | 

2 Lord. Tf your lordſhip find him not a hilding, hold 
me no more in your reſpect. | 

1 Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble. 

Ber Do you think I am fo far deceiv'd in him. 

1 Lord. Believe it, my lord, in mine own direct 
knowledge, without any malice, but to ſpeak of him 
as my kinſman ; he's a moſt notable coward and, in- 
finite and endleſs liar, an hourly promiſe-breaker, the 


owner of no one good quality worthy your lordſhip's 


entertainment. 

2 Lord. It were fit you knew him, left repoſing 
too far in his-virtue, which he hath not, he might at 
ſome great and truſty buſineſs in a main danger fail 
you. | ed 

Ber. I would I knew in what particular action to 

—_— : | ; 
2 Lord. None better than to let him fetch off his 
drum; which you hear him ſo confidently undertake to 
do. 3 | 
1 Lord, I, with a troop of Florentines, will ſudden- 
ly ſurprize him; ſuch I will have, whom 1 am ſure 


he knows not from the enemy: we will bind and hood- 


wink him ſo that he ſhall ſuppoſe no other but that 
he is carried into the leaguor of the adverſaries, when 
we bring him to our own tents; be but your lord- 
ſhip preſent at his examination, if he do not for the 

romiſe of his life, and the higheſt compulſion of 
baſe fear, offer to betray you, and deliver all the in- 
telligence in his power againſt you, and that with the 
divine forfeit of his ſoul apon oath, never cruſt my 
judgment in any thing. 

2 Lor d. O, tor the love of laughter, let him fetch 
his drum; he ſays he has a ſtratagem for't; when 


+ your 
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your lordſhip ſees the bottom of his ſucceſs in't, and 
to what metal this counterfeit lump of ours will be 
melted, if you give him not John Drum's entertain- 
ment, your inclining cannot be removed. Here he 
comes. 


| Enter Parolles. 


1 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the 
honour of his deſign, let him fetch off his drum in 
any hand. 

Ber. How now, monſieur? this drum ſticks ſorely in 
your diſpoſition, 

2 Lord. A pox on't, let it go, 'tis but a drum. 

Par. But a drum! is't but a drum? a drum ſo loſt ! 
there was excellent command ! to charge in with our 
horſe upon our. own wings, and to rend our own 
ſoldiers. 

2 Lord. That was not to be blamed in the com 
mand of the ſervice ; it was a diſaſter of warthat. 
Cæſar himſelf could not have prevented, if he had 
been there to command. . 

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our ſuc- 
ceſs: ſome diſhonour we had in the loſs of that drum, 
but it is not to be recover'd. 

Par. It might have been recover'd. 

Ber. It might, but it is not now. 

Par. It is to be recover'd; but that the merit of 
ſervice is ſeldom attributed to the true and exact per- 
former, I would have that drum or another, or hic 

acet. 

, Ber. Why, if thou have a ſtomach to't, Nonkheur ; 
if you think your myſtery in ſtratagem can bring this 
inſtrument of honour again into his native quarter, 
be magnanimous in the enterpriſe, and go on, I will 
grace the attempt for a worthy exploit : if you ſpeed 
weil in it, the duke ſhall both. ſpeak of it, and ex- 
tend to you what further becomes his greatneſs, even 
to the utmoſt ſyllable of your worthineſs, 

Par. By the hand of a foldier I will undert ke :t, 

Ber. But you muſt not now ſlumber iu it. 5 

C Par, 
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Par, I'll about it this evening, and I will preſently 
pen down my dilemma's, encourage my ſelf in my 
certainty, put my ſelf into my mortal preparation; 
and by midnight look to hear further from me. 

Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his Grace you are 
gone about it? 

Par. I know not what the ſucceſs will be, my lord; 
but the attempt, I vow. | 


Ber. I know tliart valiant, and to the poſſibility of 


thy ſoldierſhip, will ſubſcribe for thee ; farewel. 

Par. I love not many words, [Ex7. 

1 Lord, No more than a fiſh loves water. Is not 
this a ſtrange fellow, my lord, that ſo confidently 
{ſeems to undertake this buſineſs, which he knows is 
not to be done; damns himſelf to do it, and dares 
bctter be damn'd than do't ? 

2 Lord. You do not know him, my lord, as we do ; 
certain it is, that he will fteal himſelf into a man's 
favour, and for a week eſcape a great deal of diſcove- 
ries ; but when you find him out, you have him ever 
after. 

Ber. Why do you think he will make no deed at 
all of this that ſo ſeriouſly he does addreſs himſelf 


unto ? 


2 Lord. None in the world, but return with an in- 


vention, and clap upon you two or three probable 
lies; but we have almoſt imboſt him, you ſhall ſee 
his fall to-night ; for indeed he is not for your lordſhip's 
reipect. | 

4 Lord. We'll make you ſome ſport with the fox 
ere we caſe him. He was firſt ſmoak'd by the old 
lord Lafeu; when his diſguiſe and he is parted, tell 
me what a ſprat you ſhall find him, which you hall 
ſee this very night. 

2 Lord. I muſt go and look my twigs ; he ſhall be 
caught. 

Ber. Your brother he ſhall go along with me. 

2 Lord. As't pleaſe your lordſhip. I'll leave you. 

Ber, Now will I lead you to the houſe, and ſhew 

you. | 
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The laſs I ſpoke of. 
1 Lord. But you fay ſhe's honeſt. 
Ber. That's all the fault: I ſpoke with her but once, 
And found her wondrous cold; but I ſent to her, 
By this ſame coxcomb that we have i'th* wind, 
Tokens and letters, which ſhe did reſend ; 
And this is all I've done: ſhe's a fair creature 
Will you go ſee her ? 
1 Lord. With all my heart, my Lord. [Exeunt. 


Enter Helena and Widow. © 


Hel. If you miſdoubt me that I am not ſhe, 
I know not how I ſhall aſſure you further. p 
But I ſhall loſe the grounds I work. upon. a | 
Wid. Tho' my eftate be fallen, I was well born, 
Nothing acquainted with theſe buſineſſes, 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any ſtaining act. 
Hel. Nor would I wiſh you. 
Firſt give me truſt, the Count he is my huſband, 
And what to your ſworn counſel I have ſpoken, 
Is ſo from word to word; and then you cannot, 
By the good aid that I of you ſhall borrow, 
Err in beſtowing it. | 
Vid. I ſhould believe you, 
For you have ſhew'd me that which well approves 
Y*are great in fortune. 
Hel. Take this purſe of gold, 
And let me buy your friendly help thus far. 
Which I will over-pay and pay again 
When I have found it. The Count wooes your 
1 daughter, 
Lays down his wanton ſiege before her beauty, 
Reſolves to carry her ; let her conſent, 
As we'll direct her how 'tis beſt to bear it. 
Now his im portunate blood will nought deny 
That ſhe'l] demand: a ring the Count does wear 
That downward hath ſucceeded in his houſe 
From ſon to ſon, ſome four or five deſcents, 
Since the firſt father wore it, This rings he holds. 
C 2 In 
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In moſt rich choice; yet in his idle fire, 
T'o buy his will, it would not ſeem too dear, 
Howe'er repented after. | 
Mid. Now I ſee the bottom of your purpoſe. 
Hel. You ſee it lawful then. It is no more, 
But that your daughter, ere ſhe ſeems as won, 
Deſires this ring; appoints him an encounter 
In fine, delivers me to fill the time, 
Her felf moſt chaſtely abſent : after this, 
To marry her, I'll add three thouſand crowns 
To what is paſt already y 
Mid. I have yielded: 
Inſtruct my daughter how ſhe ſhall perfever, 


That time and place, with this deceit ſo lawful, . ” 


May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With muſick of all ſorts, and ſongs compos'd 
To her unworthineſs : it nothing ſteads us 
Jo chide him from our eves, for he perſiſts, 
As if his life lay on't. 

Hel. Why then to-night 
Let us aſſay our plot, which if it ſpeed, 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed ; 
And lawful meaning ina lawful act, 
Where both not ſin, and yet a finful fact. 
But let's about it. 
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Continues in Florence. 


Enter one of the French Lordi, with foe or fix Soldiers : 


in ambuſh 


Lord. E can come no other way but by this hedge- 


corner; when you fally upon him, ſpeak 
what terrible language you will, though you underſtand 
it not your ſelves, no matter; for we muſt not ſeem to 
underſtand him, unleſs ſome one amongſt us, whom we 
muſt produce for an interpreter. 


Sol. 


o 
* 
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Sol. Good captain, let me be th' interpreter. 

Lord. Art not acquainted with him? knows he not 
thy voice ? 

Sol. No, Sir, I warrant yon. 

Lord. But what linſie-woolfie haſt thou to ſpeak to us 
again ? 

Sol. Ev'n ſuch as you ſpeak to me. 

Lord. He muit think us ſome band of ſtrangers reh 
adverſaries entertainment. Now he hath a ſmack of 
all neighbouring languages; therefore we muſt every 
one be a man of his own fancy, not to know what we 
ſpeak one to another ; ſo we ſeem to know is to know 
ſtraight our purpoſe ; cough's language, gabble enough, 
and good enough. As for you, interpreter, you muſt 
ſeem very politick. But conch, hoa, here he comes, 
to beguile two hours in a ſleep, and then to return and 
{wear the lies he forges. 


Enter Parolles. 


Par. Ten a clock; within theſe three hours "twill 
be time enough to go home. What ſhall I ſay J have 
done? it muſt be a very plauſive invention that carries 
it. They begin to {moalk me, and diſgraces have cf 


late knock'd too often at my door; I find my tongue is 


too fool-hardy, but my heart hath the fear of Mars be- 
fore it and of his creatures, not caring the reports of 


my tongue. 
Lord. This is the firſt truth that e'er thine own tongue 
was guilty of. Aldo. 


Par. What the devil ſhould move me to undertake the 
recovery of this drum, being not ignorant of the im- 
poſſibility, and knowing I had no ſuch purpoſe ? I 
mult give my {elf ſome "hurts, and ſay, I got them in. 
exploit; yet ſlight ones will not carry it. They will 
ſay, came you off with fo little? and great ones [I 
dare not give; wherefore what's the inflance ? tongue, I 
mult put you into a butter-woman's mouth, and buy my 
ſelf another of Bajazet's mule, if you prattle me into 
theſe perils, 


2 3 Lord. 
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Lord. Is it poſiible ſhe ſhould know what he is, and 
be that he is? a [Aldi. 

Par. I would the cutting of my garments would ſerve 
the turn, or the breaking of my Spaniſh ſword. 

Lord. We cannot afford you ſo. [Aſide. 

Fur. Or the baring of my beard, and to fay it was in 
ſtra ta gem., 


1 ord. Twould not do. [ Hide. 
Par. Or to drown my cloaths, and ſay I was fiript. 
Lord. Hardly ſerve. Hide. 


Par. Though I ſwore I leap'd from the window of 
the citadel]. 
Lord. How deep ? [Aldi. 
Par. Thirty fathom. | 
Lord. Three great oaths would ſcarce make that be 
believed. [ Ade. 


Par. I would I had any drum of the enemies, I 


would ſwear I recover'd it. 6+ 0 

Lord. You ſhall hear one anon. [ Hhede, 

Par. A drum now of the enemies. [ Alarum within, 

T erd. Throco movouſur, cargo, cargo, cargo, 

All. Cargo, cargo, villiando par corbo, ca, ge. 

Par. O ranſom, ranſcm : do not hide mine, eyes. 

( hey ſeize him and blindfold bim. 

Tuter. Bakos thromaldo beikos. 

Per, I know you are the Mustos regiment, 

Ard I ſhall loſe my lite for want of language. 
If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch, 
Italian, or F ench, let him ſpeak to me, 

JI diicover that which ſhall undo the Florentine, 

Inter. Baskos wauvado, I underſtand thee, and can 
ſpeak thy tongue, Kerelybonto, Sir, betake thee to thy 
taith, for ſeventeen poniards are at thy boſom, 

Par. Oh! 

Int. Oh! pray, pray, pray, 
Mancha rawvancha dulche. 

Lord. Ofceoribi dulchos voliworco 

Int. The general 1s content to ſpare thee yet, 

And, hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee on 
Jo gather from thee. Haply thou may'ſ inform 
Something 


of 


In 


All's well that Ends cell. 55 


Something to ſave thy life. 
Par. Oh let me live, 
And all the ſecrets of our camp I'll ſhew ; 
Their force, their purpoſes : nay, I'll ſpeak that 
Which you will wonder at. 
Int. Bat wilt thou faithfully ? 
Pay If I do not, damn me. 
Tit. Acordo linta. | 
Come on, thou art granted ſpace. [Ei. 
[ 4A ſhort alarum within, 
Lord. Go, tell the Count Roufillon and my brother, 
We've caught the woodcock, and will keep him 
muffled 
Till we do hear from them. 
Sol. Captain, I will. 
Lord. He will betray us all unto our eee 
Inform 'em that. 
Sol. So I will, Sir. | 
Led. Till then I'll keep him dark and cakely 1 lockt. 


[ Exeunt- 
Enter Bertram and Diana. 


Ber. They told me that your name was Fantibel!. 
Dia. No, my good lord, Diara. 
Ber. Titled goddeſs, _ 
And worth it with addition ! but, fair ſoul, 
In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no maiden, but a monument : 
When you are dead you ſhould be ſuch a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and ſtern 
And now you ſhould be as your mother was 
When your ſweet ſelf was got. 
Dia. She then was honeit. 
Ber. So ſhould you be. 
Dia. No. 
My mother did but duty, ſuch, my lord, 
As you owe to your wife, 
Ber. No more o' that; 
I pr'ythee do net ſtrive againſt my vows : 
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I was compell'd to her, but I love thee 
By love's own ſweet conſtraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of ſervice. 
Dia. Ay, ſo you ſerve us 
Till we ſerve you: But when you have our roſes, 
You barely leave-our thorns to prick our ſelves, 
And mock us with our bareneſs. 
Ber. How have I worn! 
Dia. Tis not the many oaths that make the truth, 
But the plain fingle vow that is vow'd true; 
What is not holy that we ſwear not by, 
But take the high'ſt to witneſs : Then pray tell me, 
If I ſhould ſwear by Jove's great attribute 
I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my 'oaths, 
When I did love you ill? this has no holding 
To {wear by him whom I proteſt to love, 
That I will work againſt him. Therefore your oaths 
Are words, and poor conditions but unſeal'd, 
At leaſt in opinion. 
Ber. Change it, change it : | 4 
Be not ſo holy cruei. Love is holy, 
And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts 
That you do charge men with: Stand no more off, 
But give thy ſelf unto my fick deſires, 
Which then recover, Say thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, ſhall ſo perſever. 
Dia. ] ſee that men make hopes in ſuch affairs 
That we'll forſake our ſelves. Give me that ring. 
Ber. I'll lend it thee, my dear, but have no power 


To give it from me. 


Dia. Will you not, my lord? 

Ber. It is an honour longing to our houſe, 
Bequeathed down from mary anceſtors, 
Which were the greateit obloguy i'th' world 
In me to loſe. | 

Dia. Mine honour's ſuch 2 ring, 

My chaſtity's the jewel of our houſe, 
Bequeathed down from many anceſtors. 

Which were the greateſt obloquy 1th* world, 
In me to loſe. Thus your own proper wiidom 


Brings 
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Brings in the champion honour on my part, 
Againſt your vain aſſault. 
Ber. Here, take my ring, 
My houſe, my honour, yea, my life be thine, 
And 171 be bid by thee. 
Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber 
window; 
Pill order take, my mother ſhall not hear. 
Now will I charge you in the band of truth, 
When you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed, 
Remain there but an hour, nor ſpeak to me: 
My reaſons are moſt ſtrong, and you ſhall know them 
When back again this ring ſhall be deliver'd ; 
And on your finger, in the night, I'll put 
Another ring, that, what in time proceeds, | 
May token to the future our paſt deeds. | 
Adieu 'till then, then fail not: You have won 
A wife of me, tho' there my hope be done. 
Ber. A heav'n on earth I've won by wooing thee, 
| E x it, 
Dia. For which live long to thank both heav'n 1 me. 
You may fo in the end. 
My mother told me juſt how he would woo, 
As if ſhe fate in's heart ; ſhe fays, all men 
Have the like oaths : He had ſworn to marry me 
When his wife's dead: Therefore I'll lye with him 
When I am buried. Since French men are ſo braid, 
Marry that will, I'll live and die a maid ; 
Only in this diſguiſe, I think't no fin 
To cozen him that would unjuſtly win. [Exit 


Enter the two French Lerds, and two or three Soldiers. 


1 Lord. You have not given him his mother's letter? 
2 Lord. I have deliver'd it an hour ſince; there is 
ſomething in't that ſtings his nature, for on the reading 
it he chang'd almoſt into another man. 
1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon him 
for ſhaking. off ſo good a wife and ſo ſweet a lady. 
2 Lord. Eſpecially he hath incurred the everlaſting 
diipleaſure of the King, * had even tun d his bounty 
: to 
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to ſing happineſs to him. I will tell you a thing, but 
you ſhall let it dwell darkly with you. 

Lond. When you have ſpoken it, 'tis dead, and I 
am the grave of it. 


2 Lord. He hath perverted a young gentlewoman here 
in Florrace, of a molt chaſte renown, and this night he 
fleſhes his will in the ſpoil of her honour ; he hath given 
her his monumental ring, and thinks himſelf made in the 
urchaſt compoſition. 

1 Lord. Now God delay our rebellion ; as we are our 
ſelves, what things are we! 

2 Lord. Meerly our own traitors; and as in the com- 
men courſe of all treaſons, we ſtill fee them reveal them- 
ſelves, *t:11 they attain to their abhorr'd ends; ſo he that 
in this action contrives againſt his own nobility in his 
proper ſtream, o'erflows himſelf. 

I Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us to be the 
trumpeters of cur unlawful intents? we ſhall not then 
have his company to-night ? 

2 Lord, Not "till after midnight; for he is dieted to 
nis hour. ; 

1 Las d. That approaches apace: I would gladly have 
àum ſee his company anatomiz'd, that he might take a 
meaſure of his own judgment, wherein ſo curiouſly he 
had fer his counterfeit. 

2 Lond. We will not meddle with him 'till he come: 
tor his preſence muſt be the whip of the other. 

1 Land. In the mean time, what hear you of theſe 
wars ? 

2 Lord. ] hear there is an overture of peace. 

t Lord. Nay, I aſſure you a peace concluded. 

2 Lord. What will count Rev/illen do then? will he 
travel higher, or return again into- France ? 

1 Lord. I perceive by this demand, you are not al- 
together of his council, | 

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, Sir, fo ſhould I be a great 
deal of his act. 

i Lord. Sir, his wife ſome two months ſince fled from 
his houſe, her pretence is a pilgrimage to St. Fagues le 
grand; which holy undertaking, with a moſt auſtere 
ſanctimony, 


—— 


Aus well that Ends well, 9 


ſanctimony, ſhe accompliſh'd ; and there reſiding, the 
tenderneſs of her nature became as a prey to her grief; 
in fine, made a groan of her laſt breath, and now ſhe ſings 
in heaven. 

2 Lord. How is this juſtified ? | 

1 Lord. The ſtronger part of it by her own letters, 
which makes her ſtory true, even to the point of her 
death; her death it ſelf (which could not be her office to: 
ſay is come) was faithfully confirm'd by the rector of the 

e. | 
2. Lord. Hath the Count all. this intelligence ? 

1 Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, point 
from point, to the full arming of the verity. 

2 Lord. I am heartily ſorry that he'll be glad of this. 

1 Lord. How mightily ſometimes we make us com- 
forts of our loſſes ! 

2 Lord. And how mightily ſome'other times we drowa 
our gain in tears! the great dignity that his valour hath. 
here acquired for him, ſhall at home be encounter'd with. 
a ſhame as ample. x 0G | 

1 Lord. The web of our life is of a mingled yarn,. 
good and ill together : Our virtues would be proud if 
our faults whipt them not; and our crimes would de- 
ſpair if they were not cheriſh'd by our virtues, 


Enter a Servant. 


How now ? where's your maſter ? 

Ser. He met the Duke in the ſtreet, Sir, of whom he 
hath taken a ſolemn leave: His lordſhip will next morn- 
ing for France, The Duke hath offered him letters of 
commendations to the King. 


2 Lord. They ſhall be no more than needful there, if 


they were more than they can commend, 
Enter Bertram. 


+ Lord. They cannot be too ſweer for the King's. 
tartneſs : Here's his lordſhip now, How now, my lord, 
ist not after midnight? 6 

Ber. I have to-night diſpatch'd fixteen buſineſſes, a 
month's length a-piece, by an abſtract of ſucceſs ; I have: 

; congied: 


Ii 
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congied with the Duke, done my adieu with his nearieſt ; 
buried a wife, mourn'd for her ; writ to my lady mother, 
IJ am returning; entertain'd my convey ; and between 
theſe main parcels of diſpatch, effected many nicer 
needs: The laſt was the greateſt, but that I have not 
ended yet. 
2 Lord. If the buſineſs be of any difficulty, and this 
morning your departure hence, it requires haſte of your 
lordſhip. 

Ber. I mean the buſineſs is not ended, as fearing te 
hear of it hereafter. But ſhall we have this dialogue 


between the foo] and the ſoldier? come, bring forth 


this counterſeit module; h'as deceiv'd me, like a dou- 
ble-meaning propheſier. | 

2 Lord. Bring him forth; h'as fate in the ſtocks all 
night, poor gallant knave. 3 

Ber. No matter, his heels have deſerv'd it in uſurp- 
ing his ſpurs ſo long. How does he carry himſelf ? 

1 Lord. J have told Mar lordſhip already: The ſtocks 
carry him. But to anſWer you as you would be under- 
ſtood, he weeps like a wench that had ſhed her mille, 
ke bath conſeſt himſelf to Morgan, whom he ſuppoſes to 
be a friar, from the time of his remembrance to this very 
inſtant diſaſter of his ſetting i'th' ſtocks ; and what think 
you he hath confeſt? | 

Ber. Nothing of me, has he? | 

2 Lord. His confeſſion is taken, and it ſhall be read 
to his face; if your lordſhip be in't, as I believe you 
.are, you muſt have the patience to hear it. 


Enter Parolles with his interpreter. 


Ber. A plague upon him, muffled ! he can ſay nothing 
of me ; huſh. 

1 Lord. Hoodman comes: Portotartaroſſa. 

Int. He calls for the tortures; what will you ſay with- 
out em? 

Par. I will confeſs what I know without conſtraint. ; 
if ye pinch me like a paſty, I can fay no more. 

Int. Beste Chimurcha. 

2 Lard. Biblibinda chicurmurca.. 

; Int. 
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In. You are a merciful general: Our general. bids 
you anſwer to what I ſhall ask you out of a note. 

Par. And truly, as I hope to live. 

Int. Firſt demand of him, how many horſe the Duke 
is ſtrong. What ſay you to that? 

Par. Five or fix thouſand, but very weak and un- 
ſerviceable ; the troops are all fcattei*d, and the com- 
manders very poor rogues, upon my reputation and 
credit, and as I hope to live. 

Int. Shall 1 fet down your anſwer ſo ? 

Par. Do, I'll take the ſacrament on't, how and which 
way you will: All's one to me, 

Ber. What a paſt-faving ſlave is this? 

1 Lord. Y'are deceiv'd, my Lord, this is Monſieur 
Parolles, the gallant militariſt, that was his own phraſe, 


that had the whole theory of war in the knot of his 
- ſcarf, and the practice in the chape of his dagger. 


2 Lord. I will never truſt a man again for keeping his 
ſword clean, nor believe he can fave every thing in him 
by wearing his apparel neatly. _ | 

{nt. Well, that's ſet down. 

Par. Five or ſix thouſand horſe J ſaid, I will fay 
true, or thereabouts ſet down, for I'll ſpeak truth, 
1 Lord. He's very near the truth in this. 

Ber. But I con him no thanks for't, in the nature he 
delivers it. 

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you ſay. 

Int. Well, that's ſet down. 

Par. I humbly thank you, Sir, a truth's a truth, the 
rogues are marvellous poor. 

Int. Demand of him of what ſtrength they are afoot; 
What ſay you to that! | 

Par. By my troth, Sir, if I were to live this preſent 
hour I will tell true. Let me fee, Spurio a hundred and 
fifty, Sebaſtian io many, Corambus lo many, Jaques 10 
many 3. Guiltian, Coſmo, Lodowich, and Gratii, two hun- 
dred and fifty each; mine own company, Chitopher, 
Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred and fitty each; fo that 
the muſter file, rotten and ſound, upon my life, amounts 
not to fiiteen thouſand pole, half of tue which dare not 

Make 
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ſhake the ſnow from off their caſſock, leſt they ſhake 
themſelves to pieces. 

Ber. What ſhall be done to him? 

1 Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks. Demand 
of him my conditions, and what credit I have with the 
Duke. 

Int. Well, that's ſet down. You ſhall demand of him, 
whether one captain Damain be i'th camp, a Frenchman ; 
what his reputation is with the Duke, what his-valour, 
honeſty, and expertneſs in war; or, whether he thinks 
it were not poſſible with well-weighing ſums of gold to 
corrupt him to revolt. What ſay you to this ? what do 
you know of it ? 

Par. I beſeech you let me anſwer to the particular cf 
the Interrogatories. Demand them ſingly. 

Int. Do you know this captain Dumain ? 

Par. 1 know him, he was à botcher's prentice in 
Paris, from whence hggwas whipt for getting the ſherift's 
fool with child, a dub innocent, that could not ſay 
him nay. 

Ber. Nay, by your leave hold your hands, tho” I 
know his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls. 

Int. Well, is this captain in the Duke of Florence's camp? 

Par. Upon my knowledge he is, and lowſie. 

1 Lord. Nay, look not io upon me, we ſhall hear wy 
your lordſhip anon. 

Int. What is his ruputation with the Duke ? 

Par. The Duke knows him for no other but a poor 
officer of mine, and writ to me the other day to turn 
him out o'th' band. I think I have his letter in my 

ket. 

Int. Marry, we'll ſearch. 

Par. In good ſadneſs I do not know, either it is there, 
or it is upon the file with the Duke's other letters in 
my tent. 

Int. Here tis, here's a paper, ſhall I read it to you? 

Par. I do not know if it be it or no. 

Ber. Our interpreter does it well. 

2 Lord. Excellently. 

It. Dian; the Count's "I and full of gold. 


Par. 
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Par. That is not the Duke's letter, Sir; that is, an 
advertiſement to a proper maid in Florence, one Diana, 
to take heed of the allurement of one Count Ronfillon, 
a fooliſh idle boy, but for all that very ruttiſh. I pray 
you, Sir, put it up again. 

Int. Nay, I'll read it firſt, by your favour, 

Par. My meaning in't, I proteſt, was very honeſt in 
the behalf of the maid; for I knew the young Count 
to be a dangerous and laſcivious boy, who is a whale to 
virginity, and devours up all the fry it finds. 

Ber. Damnable ! both ſides rogue. 


Interpreter reads the letter. 
When he fears oaths, bid him drop gold, and take it. 


After he ſcores, he never pays the ſeore: 

Half won is match well made, match and well make it: 
He ne er pays after-debts, take it before. 

And jay a loldier (Dian) tald thee i. 

Men are to moll with,' boys are but to ifs. 

For count of this, the Count's a fool, I knoxw it. 

Wie pays before, but not when he does owve tt. 


Thine, as he vow'd to thee in thine ear, 


PAROLLES. 
Ber. He ſhall be whipt through the army with this 


rhime in his forehead. 

2 Lord, This is your devoted friend, Sir, the mani- 
fold linguiſt, and the arm-potent ſolder. 

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a cat, and 
now he's a cat to me. 


Int. 1 perccive, Sir, by the general's looks, we ſhall 
be fain to hang you. 

Par. My lite, Sir, in any caſe; not that Tam afraid 
to die, but that my offences being many, I would re- 
pent out the remainder of nature, Let me live, Sir, in 
a dungeon, i'th' ſtocks, any where, fo I may live. 

Int. We'll fee what may be done, ſo you confeſs free- 
ly ; therefore once more to this captain Dumain ; You 


have 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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have anſwer'd to his reputation with the Duke, and to 
his valour. What is his honeſty ? 

Par. He will ſteal, Sir, an egg out of a cloiſter : For 
rapes and raviſhments he parallels Nu He profeſles 
not keeping of oaths; in breaking them he is ſtronger 
than Hercules, He will lie, Sir, with ſuch volubility, 
that you would think truth were a fool: Drunkenneſs is 
his beſt virtue, for he will be ſwine drunk, and in his 
ſleep he does little harm, ſave to his bed-cloaths about 
him; but they know his conditions, and lay him in 
ſtraw. I have but little mere to ſay, Sir, of his 
honeſty, he has every thing that an honeſt man ſhould 
not have; what an honeſt man ſhould have, he has no- 
thing. | 
yy I begin to love him for this. 

Ber. For this deſcription of thine honeſty ? a pox upon 
him for me, he is more and more a cat. 

Tat. What ſay you to his expertneſs in war? 

Par. Faith, Sir, Hus led the drum before the En- 
gli rragedians : To belie him I will not, and more of 
his ſoldierſtip I krow not, except in that country, he 
had the honour to be the officer at a place there call'd 
Mile end, to inſtruct for the doubling of files. 1 would 
do the man what honour I can, but of this I am not 


Certain. 


I Lord. He hath out- villain'd villany ſo far that the 
rarity redeems him. | 
Ber. A pox on him, he's a cat ſtill, _ 
Int. His qualities being at this poor price, I need not 
to ask you if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 
Par. Sir, for a Quart-decu he will {ell the fee- ſimple 
of his ſalvation, the inheritance of it, and cut th'intail 


from all remainders, and a perpetual ſucceſſion for it 


perpetually. 
Int. What's his brother, the other captain Dumain ? 
2 Lord. Why does he aſk him of me? 
tat. What's he? 

Par. E'en a crow oth' ſame neſt ; not altogether 
ſo great as the firit in goodneſs, but greater a great deal 
in evil. He  exccls his brother for a coward, yet his 

brother 
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brother is reputed one of the beſt that is. In a retreat. 


he out-runs any lackey ; marry, in coming on he has 
the cram 


Int. wy your life be ſaved, will you undertake to be- | 


tray the Florentine ? 
Par. Ay, and the captain of his horſe, Count 7 ou- 


Int. I'll whiſper with the general and know his p'ea- 
ſure. 
Par. I'll no more drumming, a plague of all drums; 


only to ſeem to deſerve well, and to beguile the ſup- 


—_ of that laſcivious young boy the Count, have 
run into danger; yet who would have ſuſpected an 
ambuſh where I was taken ? * | [ Hide, 

Int. There is no remedy, Sir, but you muſt die; 
the general ſays, you that have ſo traitorouſly diſcovered 
the ſecrets of your army, and made ſuch peſtiferous re- 
ports of men very nobly held, can ſerve the world for 
no honeſt uſe; therefore you mult die. Come, headſman, 
Go with his head. — 

Par. O lord, Sir, let me live, or let me ſee my 
death. c | 
Int. That ſhall you, and take your leave of all your 
friends. [Unbinding bim. 
So, look about you ; know you any here ? 

Ber. Good morrow, noble captain. 

2 Lord God bleſs you, captain Parolles. 

1 Lord. God fave you, noble captain. 

2 Lord. Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord 
Lafeu? I am for France. 

1 Lord. Good captain, will you give me a copy of 
that ſame ſonnet you' writ to Diana in behalf of the 
Count Rouyfillon? it I were not a very coward, I'd com- 
pel it of you ; but fare you well. [ Exeunt. 

Int. You are undone, captain, all but your ſcarf, that 
has a knot on't yet, 

Par. Who cannot be-cruſt'd with a plot? 

Int. If you could find out a country where but wo- 
men were that had receiv'd ſo much ſhame, you might 
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begin an impudent nation. Fare you well, Sir, T am 

for France too, we ſhall ſpeak of you there. Exit. 
Par. Yet I am thankful : If my heart were great, 

Twould burſt at this. Captain, I'll be no more, 

But I will eat and drink, and ſleep as ſoft 

As captain ſhall. Simply the thing I am 

Shall make me live : Who knows himſelf a braggart, 

Let him fear this; for it will come to paſs, 

That every braggart ſhall be found an aſs, 

Ruſt ſword, cool bluſhes, and Parelles live 

Safeſt in ſhame ; being fool'd by fool'ry thrive ; 

There's place and means for every man alive. 

ll after them. [Exit. 


Enter Helena, Widew, and Diana. 
Hel. That you may well perceive I have not wrong'd 


you, 

One of the greateſt in the chriſtian world 
Shall be my ſurety ; 'fore whoſe throne tis needful, 
Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel, 
Time was I did him a deſired office — 
Dear almoſt as his lite, wiicn gratitude 
Through flinty Tartars boſom would peep forth, 
And anſwer thanks. I duly am inform'd, 
His Grace is at Marſeilles, to which place 
We have convenient convoy ; you muſt know 
J am ſuppoſed dead; the army breaking, 
My husband hies him home, where heaven aiding 
And by the leave of my good lord the King, 
We'll be before our welcome. 

Wid. Gentle madam, 
You never had a ſervant to whoſe truſt 
Your bufineſs was more welcome. 

Hel. Nor you, miſtreſs, 
Ever a friend, whoſe thoughts more truly Il bour 
To rece mpence your love: Doubt not but heav'n 
Hath brought me up to your daughter's dowre, 
As it hath fated her to be my motive 
And helper to a husband. But, O ftrange men! 
That can ſuch ſweet uſe make of what they hate, 
When ſaucy truſting of the cozen'd thoughts Defiles 
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Defiles the pitchy night, ſo luſt doth play 
With what it loaths, for that which is away. 
Put more of this hereafter. You Diana, 
Under my poor inſtruftions yet muſt ſuffer 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia. Let death and honeſty 
Go with your impoſitions, I am yours 
Upon your will to ſuffer. 

Hel. Yet I pray you: 
But with the word the time will bring on ſammer, 
When briars ſhall have leaves as well as thorns, 
And be as ſweet as ſharp: We muſt away, 
Our waggon is prepar'd, and time revives us; 
A, well that ends well, ſtill that finds the crown; 
Whate'er the courſe, the end is the renown. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Counteſi, Lafeu, and Clown. 


Laf. No, no, no, your ſon was miſ-led with a ſnip 
taffata fellow there, whote villains ſaffron would 
have made all the unbak'd and dowy youth of a na- 
tion in his colour. Your daughter-in-law had been alive 
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at this hour, and your ſon here at home more ad- 


wore 90s King than by that red-tail'd humble-bee 
of. 

ount. I would | had not known him, it was the 
death of the moſt virtuous gentlewoman that ever na- 
ture had praiſe for creating ; if ſhe had partaken of my 
fleſh, and coſt me the deareſt groans of a mother, I 
could not have owed her a more rooted love. 


Laf. Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady. We 


my pick a thouſand fallets ere we light on ſuch another 
erb. 
Ch. Indeed, Sir, ſhe was the ſweet marjoram of the 
ſallet, or rather the herb of grace. 
Laf. They are not ſallet-herbs, you knave, they are 
noſe-herbs. 
Cho. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, I have not 
much skill in graſs. | 
L. Whether doſt thou profeſs thy ſelf, a knave or 
a fool ? 1 
| Cl, 


| 
| 
| 
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Ch. A foel, Sir, at a Womans Service, and a knave 


at a man's. 

LY Your diſtinction? EEE. 

Cho. I could cozen the man of his wife, and do his 
ſervice. 

Laf. So you were a knave at his Service indeed. 

Ch. And I would give his Wife my bauble, Sir, to 
do her ſervice. 


4 Iwill ſubſeribe ſor thee, thou art both knave and 

Ch. At your ſervice. 

L No, no, no. 

Ch. Why, Sir, if I cannot ſerve you, I can ſerve as 
great a Prince as you are. 
L/. Who's that, a Frenchman ? 

Ch. Faith, Sir, he has an Emg/i/þ name, out his 
phiſnomy is more hotter in France than there. 

Laf. What prince is that? 

C/o. The black Prince, Sir, alias, the Prince of dark- 
neſs, alias the devil. | 

Laf. Hold thee, there's my purſe ; I give thee nat 


this to ſeduce thee from thy maſter thou talk'ſt of, 


ſerve him ſtill. | 

Ch. I'm a woodland fellow, Sir, that always lov'd 
a great fire, and the maſter I ſpeak of ever keeps a good 
fire, but ſure he is the Prince of the World, let his 
nobility remain in's court. I am for the houſe with 
the narrow gate, which I take to be too little for pomp 
to enter: ſome that humble themſelves may, but the 
many will be too chill and tender, and they'll be for the 


flowry way that leads to the broad gate and the great fre. 
Loaf Go thy ways, I begin to be a weary of thee, - 


and I tell thee ſo before, becauſe I would net ſali out 
with thee. Go thy ways, let my horſes be well look'd 
to, without any tricks. | 


Ce. If I put any tricks upon 'em, they ſhall be 


jades tricks: which are their own right by the law of 


nature, | (Exit. 
L A ſhrew'd knave, and an unhappy. 


Count. So he is. My lord that's gone, made rr 
te 
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ſelf much ſport out of him; by his authority he re. 
mains here, which he thinks is a patent for his faw- 
cineſs; and indeed he has no pace, but runs where he 
will. 

Laf. I like him well, 'tis not amiſs; and I was a- 
bout to tell you, ſince I heard of the good lady's death, 
and that my lord your ſon was upon his return home, I 
mov'd the King my maſter to ſpeak in the behalf of 
my daughter; which in the minority of them both, his 
Majeſty, out of a ſelf-gracious remembrance, did firſt 
propoſe ; his Highneſs nath promis'd me to do it; and 
to itop up the diſpleaſure he hath conceiv'd againſt your 
ſon, there is no fitter matter. How do's your ladyſhip 
like it ? 

Count. With very much content, my lord, and T 
wiſh it happily effected. 

Lof. His Highneſs comes poſt from Marſe/les, of 
a3 able a body as when he number'd thirty ; he will 
be here to-morrow, or I am deceiv'd by him that in 
ſuch inte:ligence hath ſeldom fail'd. | 

Count. It rejoices me that I hope I ſhall ſee him ere 
T die. I have letters that my fon will be here to-night : 
I ſhall beſeech your lordſhip to remain with me *tll 
they meet together. Fx, 


L,. Madam, I was thinking with what manners I 
might ſafely be admitted. 

Count. You need but plead your honourable pri- 
vilege. ©. 

L/ Lady, of that I have made a bold charter; but 
I thank my God it holds yet. 


Enter Clown. 


Ch. O madam, yonder's my lord your ſon, with a 
patch of velvet on's face ; whether there be a ſcar un- 
der't or no the velvet knows, but tis a goodly patch of 
velvet; his left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a half, 
but his right cheek is worn bare. 

Count. A ſcar nobly got, or a noble ſcar, is a good 
livery of honour. So belike is that. 

C/o. But it is your carbinado'd face. 


— 
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Laf. Let us go ſee your Son, I pray you: I long to 
talk with the young noble ſoldier. f 

Ch. Faith, there's a dozen of em with delicate fine 


hats and moſt courteous feathers, which bow the head, 
and nod at every man. | [ Exeunt. 


E 
Tr V. 


Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with two ats 
tendants. 


Helena. D UT this exceeding poſting day and night 
Muſt wear your ſpirits low ; we cannot help 


It. 
But ſince you've made the days and nights as one 
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, 
Be bold, you do ſo grow in my requital 
As nothing can unroot you. In happy time. 


' Enter a Gentleman. 


This man may help me to his Majefty's ear, 
If he would ſpend his power. God fave you, Sir, 
Gent. And you. 
Hel. Sir, I have ſeen you in the court of France 
Gent. J have been ſometimes there. 
Hel. I do preſume, Sir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodneſs ; 
And therefore goaded with moſt ſharp occaſions; 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The uſe of your own virtues, Er the which 
I ſhall continue thankful. 
Gent. What's your will ? 
Hel. That it will pleaſe you 
To give this poor petition to the King, 
And aid me with that ſtore of power you have, 
To come into his preſence, 


| Gent, 
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Gent. The King's not here. 

Hel. Not here, Sir! 

Gent. Not, indeed. 
He hence remov'd laſt night, and with more haſte 
Than 1s his uſe. | 
Mid. Lord, how we loſe our pains ! 

Hel. All's well that ends well yet, 
Tho' time ſeem ſo adverſe, and means unfit : 
I do beſeech you, whither is he gone? 

Gent. Marry, as] take it, to Roſillon, 
Whither I'm going. 

Hel. ] beſeech you, Sir, 
Since you are like to ſee the King before me, 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand, 
Which, I preſume, ſhall render you no blame, 
But rather make you thank your pains for it. 
I will come after you with what good ſpeed 
Our means will make us means. 

Gent. This P11 do for you. 

Hel. And you ſhall find yourſelf to be well thank'd 
What-c'er falls more. We muſt to horſe again. 


Go, go, provide. Exe unt 
Enter Chwn and Parolles. 


Par. Good Mr. Lewvatch, give my lord Lafeu this letter. 
J have ere now, Sir, been better known to you, when I 
have held familiarity with freſher cloaths; but I am 
now, Sir, muddied in fortunes mood, and ſmell ſome- 
what ſtrong of her ſtrong diſpleaſure. 

Ch. Truly fortune's diſpleaſure is but fluttiſh, if it 
ſmell ſo ſtrongly as thou ſpeak'ſt of: I will hence- 
forth. eat no fiſh of Fortune's butt'ring. Pry'thee, al- 
low the wind. 

Par. Nay, you need not to "op your noſe, Sir; I 
ſpake but by a metaphor. 

Ch. Indeed, Sir, if your metaphor ſtink, I will 
ſtop my nole againſt any man's metaphor. Pry'thee get 
thee further. | 

Par. Pray you, Sir, deliver me this paper. 

Cl. Foh ! pr'ythee ſtand away; a paper from for- 
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tune's cloſe-ſtoo], to give to a nobleman ! look here 
he comes himſelf. . 


Enter Lafeu. 


Ch. Here is a pur of fortunes, Sir, or of fortune's cat 
(but not a muſcat ; ) that hath fall'n into an unclean 
fiſupond of her diſpleaſure, and, as he ſays, is mud- 
died withal. Pray you, Sir, uſe the carp as you may, 
for he looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious, fooliſh, 
raſcally knave. I do pity his diſtreſs in my ſmiles of 
comfort, and leave him to your lordſhip. | 

Par. My lord, I am a man whom fortune hath cru. 


elly ſcratch'd. | 


Laf. And what would you have me to do? *tis too 


late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you play'd . 


the knave with fortune, that ſhe ſhould ſcratch you, 
who of her ſelf is a good lady, and would not have 
knavesthrive longer under her? there's a Quart decu for 
you: let the juſtices make you and fortune friends; I am 
for other buſineſs. | 

5 I beſeech your honour to hear me one ſingle 
word. | 
Laf. You beg a ſingle penny more : come you ſhall 
ha't, fave your word. 

Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 

Laf. You beg more than one word then, Cox my 
paſſion, give me your hand: how does your drum? 

Par. O my good lord, you were the firſt that found 
me. Ep 
Laf. Was I, inſooth? and I was the firſt that loſt 
thee. | 
Par. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in ſome 
grace, for you did bring me out. 


Leaf. Out upon the knave, doſt thou put upon me at 
once þoth the office of God and the devil ? one 


brings thee in grace, and the other brings thee out. 
The Kings coming, I know by his trumpets. Sirrah, 
inquire further aſter me, I had talk of you laſt night; 
tho' you are a fool and a knave, you ſhall eat; go to, 
follow. | 

Par. 
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Par. I praiſe God for you. [Exeunt. 
Flrih. Enter King, Counteſs, Lafeu, the two 
French Lords, with attendants. * 
King. We loſt a jewel of her, our eſteem 
Was made much poorer by it. but your fon, | 
As mad in folly,-lack'd' the ſenſe to know 
Her eſtimation home. 
Count. 'Tis paſt, my Liege; 
And I beſeech your Majeſty to make it 
Natural Rebellion, done i'th' blade of youth, 
When cil and fire, too ſtrong for reaſon's force, My 
O'rbears it, apd burns on. 10 | 
King. My honour'd lady, 
I have forgiven and forgoten all; | } 
Tho' my revenges were high bent upon him, ll 
And wateh'd the time to ſhoot. | 4 
Laf. 'This I muſt fay, | 1 
But firſt I beg my pardon ; the young lord | 1 
Did to his majeſty, his mother, and his lady, if 
Offence of mighty note ; but to himſelf 10 
The greateſt wrong of all. He loſt a wife, | I 
Whoſe beauty did aſtoniſh the ſurvey ii 
Of richeſt eyes; whoſe words all ears took captive; 
Whoſe dear perfection, hearts that ſcorn'd to ſerve, 
Humbly call'd miſtreſs. ; 
King. Praiſing what is loſt, | 
Makes the remembrance dear. Well—call him hither, 
We're reconcil'd, and the firſt view ſhall kill 
All repetition : let him not ask our pardon. 
The nature of his great offence is dead, 8 
And deeper than oblivion we do bury T 
Th' incenfing relicks of it. Let him approach 
A ſtranger, no offender: and inform him 
So 'tis our will he ſhould. 
Gent. I ſhall, my Liege. 
King. What ſays he to your daughter? 
Have you ſpoke ? | 7 . 
Laf. All that he is hath reference to your Highne9, 
King. Then ſhall we have a match. I have letters 


ſent me. 
- That 


* 
. 
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| 'That ſent high in fame. 1 re Our 
| 5 Enter Bertram. IR +. Wh 
P He looks well on't. ow 
| : Ke. I'm not a day of ſeaſon, | == 
For thou may ſt ſee a ſun-ſhine and a hail - To 
In me at once; but to the brighteſt beats Wh 
Diſtracted clouds give way, ſo ſtand thou forth, 0 
The time is fair again. 75 ” 
Ber. My high-repented blames, | Th Mu 
| Dear Sovereign, pardon to me. To 
| King. All is whole, 2 3 STONY The 
Not one word more of the conſumed time, | 7 
| Let's take the inſtant by the forward top; ; Wa 
For we are old, and on our quick'ſt decrees Th 
| Th' inaudible and noiſeleſs foot of time, | 1 1 
| Steals, ere we can effect them. Vou remember 7 
| The daughter of this lord? - 3 1 1 
| Ber. Admiringly, my liege. At | 
I ſtuck my e her, ere my heart | _ 
| Durſt make too bold a herald of my tongue : 7 by 
| Where the impreſſion of mine eye enfixing, | Net 
| Contempt his ſcornful perſpective did lend me, 3 * 
| Which warp'd the line of every other favour, - Of 
| Scorn'd a fair colour, or expreſs'd it ſtoll'n, Ya YN 
| Extended or contracted all proportions $94 Ho 
| To a moſt hedious object: .thence it came, Th. 
That ſhe, whom all men prais'd, and whom my ſelf, ( 
| Since I have loſt, have lov'd, was in mine eye Ta 
| The duſt that did offend it. a | At 
[ King. Well excus'd: | } 
| That thou did'ſt love her, ſtrikes ſome ſcores away / 
S From the great *compt ; but love that comes too late, 1 
| Like a remorſeful pardon ſlowly carried, 3 Wr 
| To the great ſender, turns a ſowre offence ; © Of 
Crying, that's good that is gone: our raſh faults | 1 & 
Make trivial price of ſerious things we have, | To 
Not knowing them, until we know their grave ; | Ta 
Oſt our diſpleaſures to our ſelves unjuſt, As 


| 
| 
| 
2 
| 
| 


Deſtroy our Friends, and after weep their duſt : "A 


Our own love waking, cries to ſee what's done, 
While ſhameful hate 1 s out the afternoon. 
Be this ſweet Heler's Knall, and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin, 
The main conſents are had, and here we'll ay 
To ſee our widower's fecond marriage day 
Which better than the firſt, O dear dev n bleſs, 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, ceaſe, 
Lal. Come on my fon, in whem my houſe's name 
"Muſt be digeſted : give a favour from you 
To ſparkle in the ſpirits of my daughter, 
That ſhe may quickly come. By my old beard, 
And ev'ry hair that's on't, Helen that's dead 
Was a ſweet creature : ſuch a ring as this, 
The laſt that cer ſhe took her leave at court, 
I faw upon her finger. 
Ber. 1 was not. a 
K: ow pray you let me ſee it. For mine eye, 
While 1 was ſpeaking, oft was faſten'd to't : 
This ring was mine, and when I gave it Helen, 5 
J bad her, if her fortunes ever ſtood 
Neceſſited to help, that by this token 
I would relieve her. Had you that craſt to reave her 
Of what ſhould ſtead her molt ? 
Ber. My gracious fovereign, 
Howe'er it pleaſes you to take it fo, 
The ring was never her's. 
Caunt. Son, on my life 
Pre ſeen her wear it, and ſhe reckon'd it 
At her life's rate. 
Laf. I'm ſure I faw her wear it. 
Ber. You are deceiv'd, my lord, ſhe never faw it; 
In Florence was it from a caſement thrown me, 
Wrap'd in a paper, which contain'd the name 
Of her that threw it : noble ſhe was, and thought 
I ſtood engag'd, but when I had ſubſcrib'd 
To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fully, 
I could not anſwer in that courſe of honour 


As the had made the overture, ſhe ceaſt 


A 
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In heavy ſatisfaQion, , and would never | 
Receive the ring again. 1 PEER 
King. Plutus himſelf, 1 | 
That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in nature's pe feng more ſciene, | 
Than I have in this ring, *T'was mine, twas Helen's, 
Whoever gave it you: t en if you know | 
'That you are well acquainted with your ſelf, 
Confeſs twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her. She call'd the ſaints to ſurety, 
That ſhe would never put it from her finger, 
Unleſs ſhe gave it to your ſelf in bed, 
(Where you have never come) or ſent it us 
Upon her great diſaſter. | 
Ber. She never ſaw it. 


King. Thou ſpeak'ſt it falſy, as I love mins honour ; 


And mak'ſt conject'ral fears to come into me, 

Which I would ſain ſhut out; if it ſhould proye 

That thou art ſo inhuman—'twill not prove ſo — 
And yet I know not—thou didſt hate her deadly, 
And the is dead, which nothing but to cloſe 

Her eyes my ſelf, could win me to believe, 

More than to ſee this ring. Take him away. 


[Guards ſeize Bertram. 


My fore-paſt proofs, howe'er the matter fall, 
Shall tax my fears of little vanity, 
Having vainly fear'd too little. Away with him, 
We'll ft this matter further. 

Ber. If you ſhall prove 
This ring was ever hers, you ſhall as eaſie 5 
Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 


W here yet ſhe never was. [Exit Bertram guarded. 


Enter a Gentleman, 
King. I am wrap'd in diſmal thinking. 
Gent. Gracious ſovereign, . 
Whether I've been to blame or no, I know not: 
Here's a petition from a Florentine. 
Who hath for four or five removes come ſhort 
To tender it her ſelf. I updertopk it, 
Vanquiſh d thereto by the fair grace and ſpeech - 
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Of the poor ſuppliant, who by this I know 
Is here attending : her bufineſs looks in her 
With an importuning viſage, and ſhe told me 
In a ſweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Your highneſs with her ſelf, 

The King reads a letter, 

Upon his many proteflations to marry me, when his avi 
was dead, I bluſ to ſay it, he won me. Now is the Count 
Rouſillon a widower, his. wows are forfeited to me, and 
my honour's paid to him. He flole from Florence; taking no 
leave, and I follew him to this —_— for juſtice : grant it 
me, O King, in you it beſt thes, ot ſe a ſeducer flou- 
riſoes, and a poor maid is undone, - 

£ Diana Capulet. 


' Laf. I will buy me a ſon-in-law in a fair, and toll for 
this. I'Il none of him. 

King. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafeu, 
To bring forth this diſcov'ry. - Seek theſe ſuitors ; 
Go ſpeedily, and bring again the Count. 

Enter Bertram. 

I am afraid the life of Helen (lady) 
Was fouly ſnatch'd.,  - 

Count, Now juſtice on the doers, | 
* King. I wonder, Sir, wives are ſo monſtrous to you, _ 
And that you fly them as you ſwear to them ; 
Yet you deſire to wed. What woman's that ! 


Enter Widew and Diana. 
Dia. I am, my lord, a wretched Florentine, 
Derived from the antient Capulzt ; 


My ſuit, as I do underſtand, you know, ; 
And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 
 Wid. I am her mother, Sir, whoſe age and 
Both ſuffer under this n 
And both ſhall ceaſe without your remedy. | 
King. Come hither, Count ; do you know theſe wo- 
ment | 6 
ar. 


honour 


78 M well that Ends well. . 
Ber. My lord, I neither can nor will deny | 
But that I know them; do they charge me further? 

Dia. Why do you look fo ſtrange upon your wife? 

Ber. She's none of mine, my lord. 

Dia, If you ſhall marry, 

You give away this hand, and that is mine ; 
You give away heav'n's vows, and thoſe are mine ; 
You give away my ſelf, which is known mine 3 
For I by vow am ſo embodied yours, 

"That ſhe which marries you muſt marry me, 
Either both or none. 

Laf. Your reputation comes too ſhort for my b 
ter, you are no husband for her. (To Bertram. 
Ber. My lord, this is a fond and deſperate creature, 
Whom ſometime 1 have laugh'd with: Let your high- 

nels 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour 
Than e'er to think that I would fink it here. 


King, Sir, for my thoughts, you have them il to 


friend, i 

Fill your deeds gain them —_ prove your honour. 
Than in my thought it lies. 

Dia. Good my lord, 
Ask him upon, his oath, if ke does think. 
He had not my virginity. 

King. What ſay'ſt thou to her? 4 

Ber She's impudent, my lord, 
And was a common gameſter to the camp. 

Dia. He does me wrong, my lord; if I were ſa 
He might have bought me at a common price. 
Do not believe him. O behold this ring, 
Whoſe high reſpect and rich validity 
Did lack a parallel: Vet for all that 
He gave it to a commoner 0'th' camp, 
it. ] be one. 

Count. He bluſhes, and tis his: 
Of fix. preceding anceſtors, that gemm 
Cauterr'd by teitament to the ſublequent iſſue, 
Hath it been ew'd and worn. This is his wife, 
That ring's a thouſand praofs. 

Xing. 


APs well that _ well, 
Methought you ſaid þ 1 7 4 
You 5 one here orc — witneſs it. 8 1 

Dia. I did, my lord, but loth am to produce 1 
So bad an inſtrument ; his name's Paroles, 

Laf. I ſaw the man to-day, if man he be. 

King. Find him, and bring him hither. 

Ber. What of him? 

He's quoted for a moſt perfidious ſlave, 

With : all the ſpots o'th* world, tax d and deboſh'd,. 
Which nature fickens with: But to ſpeak truth, 
Am TI or that, or this, for what he'll utter, | 
That will ſpeak any thing ? 

King. She hath that ring of yours. 

Ber. I think ſhe has ; Send: it is I lik'd has . 
And boarded her i'th* wanton way of youth: 1 
She knew her diſtance, and did angle for me,, 33 
Madding my eagerneſs with her reſtraint; 

As all inpediments in fancy's courſe 

Are motives of more fancy, and in fine, 
Her inſuit coming with her modern grace, 
Subdu'd me to her rate : She the ring, 
And I had that which any inferior might 
At —_ have bought, 

Dia. I muſt be patient: 

You that turn'd off a firſt ſo noble wife, 
May juſtly diet me. I pray you yet, 

Since you lack virtue, I will loſe a huſband, 
Send for your ring, I will return it home, 
And give me mine again. 

Ber. I have it not. 

King. What ring was yours, I pray you ? 

Dia. Sir, much like the ſame upon your finger. | 

King. Know you this ring, this ring was his of late. 

Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed. 

King. The ſtory then goes falſe, you threw it him 
Out of a caſement, 

Dia. I have ſpoke the truth. 


| Enter Parolles. | 
Ber. My lord, I do confeſs the ring was hers, 


King, 


— — — . — 
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King. You boggle ſhrewdly, m_y feather ſtarts you i 


Is this the man you ſpeak of ? 
_ It is, my > 1 - 
Tell me, firrah, but tell me true, * charge 
Not ay Bd the diſpleaſure of your maſter, you, 
Which on your juſt proceeding Pl keep off; 
By him and by this woman here, what know you ? 
Par. So pleaſe your Majeſty, my maſter, hath been 


an honourable gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him, 


which gentlemen have. 
King. Come, come, to the purpoſe ; did he love this 
woman ? | 
Par. Faith, Sir, he did love her, but how! 
King. How, I pray you? 


King. How is. that? 
Par. He lov'd her, Sir, and lov'd her not. ' 
King. As thou art a knave, and no knave ; what an 
equivocal companion is this?? 
Par. I am a poor man, and at your majeſty's com- 


Laf. He's a good drum, my lord, but a naughty orator. 

Dia. Do you know he promis'd me marnage ? 

Par. Faith, I know more than I'll ſpeak. 

King. But wilt thou not ſpeak all thou know'ſt ? 

Par. Yes, ſo pleaſe your majeſty. I did go between 
them, as I ſaid; but more than that, he lov'd her: For 
indeed he was mad for her, and talk'd of Satan, and of 
limbo; and of furies, and I know not what: yet I was in 


that credit with them at that time, that I knew of their 


going to. bed, and of other motions, as promiſing her 
marriage, and things that would derive me ill-will to 
ſpeak of ; therefore I will not ſpeak what I know. 

. Thou haſt ſpoken all already, unlefs thou canſt 
fay they are married ; but thou art too fine in thy evi- 
dence ; therefore ſtand aſide. This ring, you ſay, was 
yours? 

Dia. Ay, my good lord. 
_$ing. Where did you buy it? or who gave it 7 
ia. 


Par. He did love her, Sir, munen. 
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| Als all that 'Ends well. 8 


Dia. It was not given me, nor did I buy it. 
King. Who lent it you? ; 
Dia. It was not lent me neither: 
King. Where did you find it then? 
Dia. I found it not, & 
King. If it were yours by none of all theſe ways, | 
How could you give it him. 
Dia. I never gave it him, 
Laf. This woman's an eafie glove, my lord, ſhe goes 
off and on at pleaſure. 
King. This ring was Siu, I gave it his firſt wife. 
Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for ought T know, 
King. Take her away, I do not like her row, 
To priſon with her: And away with him. 
Unleſs thou tel me where thou hadſt this ring, 
Thou dieſt within this hour. * 
Dia. I'll never tell you. 
King. Take her away. 
Dia. I'll put in bail, my Liege. 
King. I think thee now ſome common cuſtomer. 
Dia. By Fove, if ever I knew man, twas you. 
| King. Wherefore haſt thou accus'd him all this while I 
Dia. Becauſe he's guilty, and he is not guilty ; 3: 
He knows I am no. maid, and he'll ſwear to't; 
I'll fwear I am a maid, and he knows not. 
Great King, I am no ſtrumpet, by my life ; 
Fm either maid, or elſe this old man's wife. | : 
Pointing to Laa 
King. She does abuſe our ears ; to priſon with her. 
Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. Stay, royal Sir, 
[Ex. Widzw. 
The jeweller that owes the ring is ſent for, 
And he ſhall ſurety me. But for this lord, (To Bert. 
Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himſelf, 
Tho' yet he never harm'd me; here I quit "him. 
He knows himſelf my bed he hath defil'd, 
And at that time he got his wife with child ; 
Dead tho? ſhe be, ſhe feels her young one kick 
So there's my riddle, one that dead is quick. 
And now behold the meaning, 


ſ 


Enter | 


| 
| 
| 
| 


O, my dear mother, do I ſee you living? 


- fo Alps well that End; well 


„ edorraaat:cn AY 
oy Is there no exorciſt - . | | I 
Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ? 


Ist real that I ſee? ö | 
Hel. No, my good lord, | | | 
"Tis but a ſhadow of a wife you ſee; - 
The name, and not the thing, 
Ber. Both, both, oh pardon ! a | 
Hel. Oh, my good lord, when I was like this maid, 
I found you wond'rous kind ; there is your ring, 
And look you, here's your letter: This it ſays, 


When from my finger you can get this ring, 


And are by me with child, &. This is done. 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 
7 | * ſhe, my Liege, can make me know this 
clearly. | 


I'Il love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 


Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce ſtep between me and yon. 


| [To the Counteſi. 
Leaf. Mine eyes ſmell onions, I ſhall weep anon: 

God Tom Drum, lend mea handkerchief [To Parolles. 

So, I thank thee, wait on me home. 1'1l make ſport with 

thee : Let thy courteſies alone, they are ſcurvy ones. 
King. Let us from point to point this ſtory know, 

Ta make the even truth in pleaſure flow : 

If thou beeſt yet a freſh uncropped flower, [To Diana, 

Chuſe thou thy huſband, and I' pay thy dower ; 

For I can gueſs, that by thy honeſt aid, 

Thou kept'it a wife her felf, thy ſelf a maid. 

Of that and all the progreſs more or leſs, _ 

Reſolvedly more leiſure ſhall expreſs: -- 

All yet ſeems well, and if it end ſo meet, 

The bitter paſt, more welcome is the ſweet. [Excunt, 
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5 Spoken by the KING. 1 


HE King's a beggar, now the play ir dangs . 
1 A well ended, if this fuit be won, 
That you expreſs content ; which wwe will pay, 
With ftrife to pleaſe you, day exceeding day; 
Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts. 
Your gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts. 5 
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Acob Tonſon, and the other Proprietors of 
the Copies of Shakeſpear's Plays, deſign- 

ing wo finiſh their now publiſhing 
Ir a) ſpeed, give Notice, That with the 
aſt Play, they wil deliver Gratis General Ti- 
les to ach Volume of the , whole Work, ſo 
hat each Play may be bound in its proper 
lace: And _— do give further Notice 
Chat any Pla , oat that now is, or 
ereafter ſhall- - out of Print, will be Re- 
rinted without delay. So that all Gentlemen 
ho have bought theſe Plays ſhall not be diſ- 
ppointed, but may Spend on Having. their 
ets * | 


1 


. N. B. Whereas o one R. Walker * 8 
, Pirate all Shakeſpear*s Plays; but through 
enarance of what Plays are Shakeſpear*s, did, 
: 7 55 Advertiſements propoſe to print Ox Di- 

us KINO of TREBES, as one of Shakeſſ 

lays x and bas fince printed Tatz's oj 
LEAR inſtead of Shakeſpear's, and in that and 
IAMLET bas omitted almoſt one half 3 the 
ute Editions printed by Tonſon and Pro 
riefors, The World will therefore judge bow | 
tely they are to have a compleat c olleRtion of 
gs Plays from the Java R. Walker, 
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